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Translation: waifutime 


Ch 1: First Day 


It is rare to encounter an acquaintance by chance. Without any plans or agreed meeting, and 
even more so if such an event happens during a journey. It would not be an overstatement to 
say that if it occurs in a foreign country, it borders on the impossible. 


Moreover, if the acquaintance happens to be the world's only, unrivaled "Fastest Forgetful 
Detective," suspecting a case of mistaken identity would be the only logical deduction. 


Yet she introduced herself. 
"Nice to meet you. | am Kyoko Okitegami, a detective." 
| take it back. 


Since she, with her snowy white hair, is the forgetful detective whose memory resets every day, 
itis only | who recognizes us as acquaintances. 


Whether we meet frequently, by chance, or no matter where, to Ms. Kyoko, I, Yakusuke 
Kakushidate, am always a man she is meeting for the first time. 


At that moment, Ms. Kyoko tilted her head. 


| hoped, perhaps, she had remembered me, but that was nothing more than a faint hope, not 
even a remote possibility—she was simply adjusting her greeting to the local custom. 


"Enchantée." 

"C... Comment allez-vous?" 

In my disarray, | responded to her with the only local phrase | knew, in French—even though | 
didn't know what it meant, that is. 
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First, | should systematically explain why someone like me, a suspicious man who is under 
surveillance by the Japanese Cabinet Intelligence and Research Office and prone to wrongful 


accusations, is currently in Paris, the capital of France and the world's number one tourist city, 
the City of Flowers. Otherwise, there might be unnecessary pursuers thinking, "The guy has 


finally attempted to flee the country"—although it is one of my favorite books, | do not wish to 
reenact "Around the World in Eighty Days" from such an angle. 


No, | am not trying to expand my range of criminal activities. 


Even without that, being questioned like clockwork three times a day, | could hardly expect to 
pass through immigration smoothly in any country, so | never had the slightest desire to "travel 
abroad to broaden my horizons." 


The mere thought of being falsely accused in a foreign country where | don't speak the 
language is terrifying—"please let me call a detective," a catchphrase that has become familiar 
to me, would be meaningless if it were not understood. 


If | can't call a detective, then it's the end of my life as | know it. 


The twist of fate that placed me, of all people, on a flight to France—a country neither 
English-speaking nor within the kanji-using sphere—can only be described as a cruel joke of 
destiny. Yet, it was also a result of my propensity for wrongful accusations. 


This incident has already been resolved, so | shall keep the introduction brief. Having employed 
(or re-employed, or re-re-re-re-re-employed) myself at a certain travel agency, | was, as usual 
(or as might be expected) nominated as the prime suspect in a crime. And as usual (or as might 
be expected), | summoned an appropriate detective (a Railroad Detective, in this case) to prove 
my innocence. 


Following the commotion at my workplace, | was, as usual, dismissed. However, the direction of 
the wind began to shift with the severance pay (which also served as compensation and hush 
money) handed to me: a solo trip to Paris. 


It was an unexpectedly strong gust of wind. 

If we're talking about wind, modern-day rebates through vouchers or points were indeed in style, 
and in a sense, it was a sort of in-kind provision. But in reality, it felt like | had been conveniently 
saddled with a ticket that a customer had canceled. 


Not bad at all. 


To think they managed to settle both the issue of lost profits and the tearful problem of dealing 
with a troublemaker in one fell swoop, it was quite the clearance sale. 


If the manager was that skillful, | had no regrets at all about leaving the job. Nevertheless, | was 
left racking my brain over how to sell the ticket that | had no use for when my friend Mr. Kondo, 
a publisher and editor-in-chief of a manga magazine, suggested, 


"Why not, Yakusuke? You're free anyway, go take the trip." 


"Here we go again, you always get me, Mr. Kondo. You always know what to say. Indeed, I'm 
free. Got time to sell if anyone's buying. Why's that again? Oh right, because I've just become 
unemployed.” 


"Don't be so sour. It's a nice place. And in Europe, there are plenty of people about your height; 
you might blend in better than you'd expect." 


While | sulked, | took Mr. Kondo's advice rather obediently. It wasn't just because | trusted his 
judgment—almost everything he said tended to be right—but maybe it was also because | was 
frankly getting sick of my life filled with one false accusation after another, one resignation after 
another. 


| was reaching my limit. 


It could be said that | was seeking a change from my dead-end life. While it's akin to the 
motivation of a college student embarking on a journey of self-discovery, for me, it was more 
about wanting to lose sight of my own life, if possible. The idea of stretching my legs to a land 
where no one knew me didn't seem too bad. 


A land where no one knows me. 
And a land where | know no one. 


While the former is a given, tasting the latter's loneliness might offer me a glimpse of the daily 
reset memory of the forgetful detective—though | admit, such impure motivation was a secret 
kept even from Mr. Kondo. 


So, as things swiftly flowed along, carried by the wind and reading the room, | had to hastily 
prepare for my trip to France. | had quite the trouble getting my passport, and buying a suitcase 
alone was enough to bring the police knocking at my door, but looking back now, it's all a good 
memory. 


Indeed, those were the pre-travel preparations, but back then, it was still fun. 


The baggage check was hardly swift, and the nearly fifteen-hour flight, including the wait, was 
far from comfortable. The immigration inspection seemed to take just as long and was hardly 
delightful. Nor could it be said that my trunk promptly appeared at the baggage claim, "Livraison 
Bagage". But despite it all, for the first time in my life, | had set foot on foreign soil. 


The official name, the French Republic. 

The total area of the mainland, about 550,000 square kilometers. 

The time difference with Japan, eight hours (seven hours during daylight saving time). 

The currency is the euro. 

The tricolor of liberty blue, equality white, and fraternity red (bleu, blanc, rouge). 

In such moments, one can't help but get excited. The thrill of the extraordinary stirs the spirit. 
To say that there were plenty of people around my height was an exaggeration, but following Mr. 
Kondo's advice was the correct decision, | prematurely thought to myself. Seeing the diverse 
throng of people mingling in the shiny international airport made all the worries | had in my 
homeland seem trivial. 

What a common sentiment it was. 

Yet, it was precisely this common sentiment that | had been longing for. 

The urge to shout at the top of my lungs, impulsively, and without meaning, surged within me. 
But | stopped just short of doing so because, among the diverse crowd, | noticed a 
conspicuously standout traveler. 

A young woman with white hair and glasses. 

While not particularly unusual in Japan, overseas, well—it couldn't be said she wasn't unique. 
Even in the fashion-forward City of Flowers, she couldn't help but stand out, couldn't help but 
draw the eye, with her dazzling, unblemished pure white hair. 

She wore a lightweight trench coat that reached her ankles, paired with boots, and draped ina 


scarf. In her slender arms, she carried two sizable trunks without wheels, with an air of 
nonchalance, heading towards the airport exit. 


ee ht ai 


No, no, that would be absurd. Could such an unbelievable thing happen? It had to be a mistake. 
Ms. Kyoko—Kyoko Okitegami, the forgetful detective, the director of the Okitegami Detective 
Agency—there's no way she could be in France. 


Perhaps | was homesick within five minutes of arriving, or maybe it was a hallucination brought 
on by a longing for Japan—l tried to convince myself of that. But after being so moved by just 


the sight of the airport, such forceful self-persuasion was unlikely to be effective, and my feet, 
almost on their own, followed her retreating figure. 


Following a detective seemed like a bad joke, but | couldn’t overlook such a situation, as much 
as | might be enthralled by it. 


My build isn’t exactly suited for tailing someone, but that’s a story within Japan—here, in this 
crowded international airport, even the most basic tracking techniques should prevent 
immediate detection. 


| didn’t have a solid plan for what to do after following her, but at the very least, | wanted to 
ascertain the truth. 


Was that the real Ms. Kyoko, or an imposter? (not that someone else mistaken for her would be 
an imposter) 


Could she have been on the same flight? 


If that were the case, it wouldn't be strange if | had spotted her white hair back at the airport in 
Japan... No, that’s not right; the ticket | received as a severance (or rather, a consolation fee) 
was for economy class. Ms. Kyoko, who is active as a first-rate detective, should probably be in 
business class, if not first—she loves money, but she’s also quite the spender, and considering 
her occupation and safety, it would make sense for her to fly that way. 


If | interpret this as meaning that the gap in seating between me with one trunk and Ms. Kyoko 
with two trunks was filled when | collected my baggage, then there’s no question as to why | 
hadn’t spotted her until now. But there’s a more fundamental question. 


The forgetful detective can’t go abroad, can she? 


Unlike me, prone to wrongful accusations and roughed up by officials from all sides when 
traveling overseas, she doesn’t remember her own identity—firstly, can she even obtain a 
passport? 


And unlike jobless me, Ms. Kyoko, as the head of her office, seems too busy with detective work 
to have time for overseas trips. 


The more | thought about it, the more unnatural it seemed for Ms. Kyoko to be in France, but 
even though it was unnatural, it wasn’t out of place. 


Ms. Kyoko is so fashionable that no one has ever seen her wear the same clothes twice; she 
blended into the glamorous French atmosphere as naturally as my height of over one hundred 
ninety centimeters. If it weren’t for her distinctive white hair, | would have easily lost sight of her 
in the crowd. 


If my deduction that she flew business class is correct, then she might take a taxi from the 
airport to her destination (where?), but the white-haired woman headed for the bus stop. 


A bus. 


As a forgetful detective, Ms. Kyoko, even in Japan, would avoid taxis because of the fear of 
dashcams (though | don’t know if French taxis have them), which seemed like a move 
characteristic of her, and further convinced me that the white-haired woman could be Ms. 
Kyoko. At the same time, | felt relieved. 


While | live a confusing life, subsisting on severance money, this trip itself is a product of that 
severance—l've changed quite a substantial amount into euros, not to mention my failure to get 
a credit card limit increase. 


So, if she had taken a taxi here, my amateur tailing would have ended right there. Well, | can put 
aside the euro issue for now, but | don’t have the language skills to ask a driver to "Follow that 
taxi!"—and even in Japanese, that’s a dangerous line | couldn't utter. 


Conversely, if she had taken a taxi, my first trip abroad would have returned to normal. 
| boarded the same bus. 


Embarking on a bus whose destination | couldn't discern even with French notation, | can't help 
but think I've lost my mind... Based on the fare, | hope it's not a long-distance express bus, but 
I'm really at a loss here. What if it turns out to be a bus heading to Nice, far from the airport | 
arrived at? 


Riding the same bus as the person I'm tailing might have been a taboo in the art of surveillance, 
but after all, it's a bus that arrives and departs from the airport. If | don't act too nervous, a 
Japanese tourist isn't such an unusual sight. 


To me, the Forgetful Detective is a benefactor who has saved me from peril many times and is 
more than just that. However, to the Forgetful Detective, I'm merely a client, nothing more or 
less, an object to be forgotten—even if our eyes perfectly meet when | board, she shouldn't 
notice me, if she is who | think she is. 


Yet, | still boarded the bus sneakily, bending my body. Fortunately, at that time, Ms. Kyoko 
wasn't looking this way. There she was in a seat in the middle of the bus, drinking coffee from a 
paper cup, kind of making me wonder when and how she had bought it, with both her hands 
occupied by her trunks. Her deftness, her attention to detail, her swift movements were 
unmistakably Ms. Kyoko's... but considering the tailing that would follow after getting off the bus, 
| moved to the back. 


It's a modest wisdom. 


Rather than a tailing person, this is almost the realm of a stalker... How ridiculous for me, who 
has been continuously wronged by false accusations in my homeland, to become a real criminal 
abroad. 


| think it's absurd—besides, even if that is Ms. Kyoko, what of it? 


Even if | call out to her, since I'll be forgotten anyway, it won't lead to a lively "Unexpected 
reunion" abroad. It's definitely not going to turn into a casual meal together. 


Every time | call to request a solution to a case, being greeted with "Nice to meet you" is already 
a heartbreaking experience—there's no need to voluntarily put myself through that in private. It's 
beyond a matter of peculiar tastes; it's being eccentric. 


Being suspected as a criminal is hard, but being suspected as a weirdo is also tough. 


Why (and how) Ms. Kyoko is abroad is unclear, but given that | wasn't falsely accused for a 
change, perhaps it's a mature adult decision to pretend not to see and keep the mystery to 
myself—and so on and so forth, while | was pretending to be hesitant about it all, the bus 
started moving. 


In a sense, the thrill and anxiety of traveling abroad were suddenly swept away. More than 
anything else, | was anxious about Ms. Kyoko's white hair, which was swaying sleepily from the 
back. 


What happens if she falls asleep now? 


She is the Forgetful Detective, whose memory resets every day—more accurately, every time 
she sleeps. 


Whether it's a nap or dozing off, there are no exceptions to this strict rule. When she wakes up, 
will the Forgetful Detective be able to handle suddenly being on an international shuttle bus? 


Whether it's business or economy class, she should have spent half a day on the plane, and 
with the significant time difference, her body clock wouldn't function normally. No matter how 
tough Ms. Kyoko is in handling her demanding work, there are limits. 


Ah, that's it. The biggest sense of discomfort | felt was that. 
No matter how efficiently the grueling schedule was planned with minimal loss, it's plainly 


absurd that the Forgetful Detective, whose memory resets every day, is in Europe, which can't 
be reached and returned from in one day. 


Compared to that, issues about how the passport works are trivial. 
Certainly, this is no mere coincidence. 


It's as if, contrary to expectation, I've encountered a penguin in a land that's decidedly not the 
Antarctic, an unsettling anomaly—though penguins do apparently exist in the tropics—... but 
that's besides the point. 


Whether it's for work or private matters, a vacation, or a trip, why has the Forgetful Detective 

broken tradition and left the impenetrable fortress that is her office, the Okitegami Building, to 
ride buses and drink coffee on the other side of the world, engaged in such a time-consuming 
activity?—I couldn't simply ignore this mystery. 


... hough, as an excuse for stalking someone abroad, this may still be lacking. 
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As | fretted over whether Ms. Kyoko would fall asleep, before | knew it, | began to doze 
off—clearly, the unfamiliarity of a long-haul flight was more damaging to my physical state than | 
had anticipated. The excitement of being in a foreign country and the shock of encountering 
someone | know were not enough to stave off the exhaustion, which assaulted me in the form of 
sleepiness. 


It was an embarrassing blunder for someone who should be tailing her, but when | realized it, 
the bus had stopped. 


Where is this? No, | know it's France, but where in France? 
Have we arrived in Nice? Or perhaps Monte Carlo? 


As | scrambled out of the now empty bus—since all the other passengers, including the 
white-haired lady, had disembarked—I was more concerned about where the woman who 
looked like Ms. Kyoko had gone than where | was. Used to the dizzying twists where the subject 
of my pursuit disappears the moment | look away, this time, it was entirely my own shameful 
blunder. 


Indeed, tailing is difficult for an amateur. 
Cursing my own foolishness from the bottom of my heart, | looked around without any 


hesitation—nothing, it's a no-go. The town's stone-built charm, reminiscent of a scene from an 
art book, was so captivating that | couldn't help but let my gaze wander. 


It seems the shuttle bus with an unknown destination had brought me right into the heart of a 
city. Judging by the time elapsed since leaving the airport, it's likely that I'm either in Paris, my 
intended destination, or somewhere nearby. That would be a relief... but now I'm a lost child 
abroad. 


I've heard that every street in Paris has a name, but isn't there some sort of sign indicating 
addresses? Even if there is, | can't read French... yet, even without being able to read, | figured 
it would help me somehow, and so | set out to first determine my current location, which turned 
out to be a good move. 


In Japan, | would expect to see a street name on the traffic lights, so | casually looked towards 
the crosswalk and there—waiting for the signal—I spotted Ms. Kyoko. 


"Ah..." 

A voice involuntarily escaped me, but it was drowned out by the bustling crowd—without a 
moment to feel relief, the signal, quite different in design from those in Japan, changed from red 
to blue, and she began walking to the other side of the street. 

Without any further hesitation, | started to run. 

There was a joy in seeing an acquaintance in a foreign land once again. Of course, we were not 
traveling together, so this was merely an intrusive mistake—but | followed her as she turned the 
corner of a historic stone building and entered an alleyway. 

| caught up. 

She had stopped at the turn of the corner—in fact, she was turning on her heel to face this way. 
She faced me head-on with a smile. 

"Do you need something?" 


Even at such close range, and upon hearing her voice, it was unmistakably clear that this Ms. 
Kyoko was the one | knew—it was also painfully clear that my tailing had been obvious to her 
from a certain point. 


Was it an act of pretending to wait for the signal that lured me down this alley?—Not to shake 
me off, but to confront me, that's just like Ms. Kyoko, seemingly nonchalant but actually quite 


assertive. 


"Nice to meet you. I'm Kyoko Okitegami, the detective—enchantée." 


"C... Comment allez-vous?" 


Ms. Kyoko's calm yet assertive smile became slightly strained. 

But she quickly recovered and asked, "On se connait?"—I could only tell it was a question from 
the inflection at the end of the sentence, as | had no idea what she was actually asking. | just 
stood there, flustered, my expression one of complete bewilderment. 

| learned later that this behavior of falling silent amidst communication is apparently the least 
appropriate reaction abroad. It seems that it would be more effective to communicate, even if it 
meant babbling in Japanese. 


Silence is not golden in a foreign land. 


However, it seemed that Ms. Kyoko just wanted to confirm that | was a traveler who didn't 
understand French, as she quickly translated for me: 


"Have we met somewhere before?" 
"Ah, um..." 


| was still reeling from the fact that Ms. Kyoko could speak French so fluently—ah, but then | 
remembered something Mr. Kondo had mentioned to me during a conversation a while back. 


He had said that he might have met someone resembling Ms. Kyoko during his days working 
abroad... In other words, it wouldn't be strange if Ms. Kyoko had learned a foreign language. 


Then, is it not odd for the Forgetful Detective to be traveling abroad...? 


"Did | foil a trick you had set up in some case, pointing out that you were the culprit? | apologize, 
| don't remember. | am the Forgetful Detective, after all." 


Ms. Kyoko was indeed remarkable for inferring from my expression alone that we had met 
before, but her conclusion was off the mark—if she was suspecting me of a crime, then 
Yakusuke Kakushidate had truly reached a critical point. 


Well, it's somewhat better to be thought of as a criminal who holds a grudge against a detective 
than to be mistaken for a stalker... But | can't leave this misunderstanding unresolved. 


At this rate, | could be turned over to the local police. They might even start digging into other 
crimes | might have committed (not that | had). 


Come to think of it, isn't France home to the headquarters of INTERPOL? 

That INTERPOL? 

"N-No, that's not it. I-l am a former client of yours, Ms. Kyoko, no, | mean, you have helped me 
out many times when | was suspected, and | would call upon your master detective’s reasoning 
when in trouble, ah, my name is Yakusuke Kakushidate, though you may have forgotten, the 
‘Kakushi' in my name stands for 'hide' as in 'sheltering a criminal’... no, | mean ‘hide’ as in ‘hide 
and seek’, and ‘Tate’ as in "Mansion" like the japanese "The Decagon House Murders" series... 
the 'Yakusuke' part is written with the characters for 'misfortune' and ‘interfere’, like I'm living up 
to my name by always causing trouble for you, Ms. Kyoko... ah, but, sometimes, | happen to 
assist with cases, um..." 


| had become so flustered, | was struggling with Japanese, let alone French. It was as if | was 
earnestly begging to be suspected. 


What am | doing, pushing my suspiciousness to the fore? 

However, Ms. Kyoko just hummed "Hmm" and studied me, a suspect just one step removed 
from being charged, peering from behind her glasses as if she could see right through to the 
very back of my mental turmoil, beyond mere appearances. 


"Assisting, you say? Like playing the role of Watson?" 


"No, you're the type of detective who doesn’t need an assistant... I’m just a minor, very minor 
character." 


She probably wasn't even asking about that, but as | stumbled through my explanation, Ms. 
Kyoko cheerfully tossed her two trunks, one after the other, in my direction. 


Whoa, whoa. 


| thought | was under attack and braced for impact, but both trunks were lighter than | expected, 
and | managed to catch them both. 


Light? More like almost empty. What's the deal with these? 
No, wait, even if they were empty, why pass her trunks to me? 


"France is a lady-first country, you know. That won't do, Mr. Kakushidate. You'll be questioned 
for your common sense. Leaving a woman to carry luggage, you just can't go and do that." 


"Ah. Ah? No, I'm used to being suspected, but... ah?" 


"It's not good to stand and talk here either. Since we're here, how about a light meal? There’s a 
café | was thinking of stopping by on my way to the hotel. Let's help each other out as Japanese 
who have ‘coincidentally’ met in a foreign land, as if it's the most natural thing to do, Monsieur." 


Ms. Kyoko said this jokingly, then with a light step, she breezed through the alley and onto the 
main street—walking with an air of cheerfulness, as if she was in a rather good mood. 
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It seems that | guessed the shuttle bus's destination correctly—it was indeed Paris. Ms. Kyoko 
hadn't told me, nor were there any Japanese signs or maps, but as | followed her (thankfully 
with her acknowledgment this time), juggling three trunks including my own in an awkward 
posture, the most eloquent testament to our location leaped into my field of vision. 


The Eiffel Tower. 


That iron tower which could be considered the symbol of Paris, recognized by people all over 
the world. 


Along with the Arc de Triomphe and the Louvre Museun,, it was, of course, a prime tourist spot 
included in my resignation trip itinerary. | hadn't expected to see it so suddenly, without any 
mental preparation, so | couldn't help but exclaim in surprise, "Wow!" 


According to the guidebook, it stands 324 meters tall, but perhaps because its surroundings are 
a park, allowing an unobstructed view not just from the front but all the way to the background, it 
appears even larger. 


And it's not just the size that's striking; the dynamic shape of the tower draws the eye. It's 
nicknamed "La dame de fer,” the Iron Lady, and the design is indeed nod-worthy. 


| imagined the base must be overflowing with tourists from all around the world, but from this 
distance, it seemed impossible to grasp the entirety—could it be that one could actually enter 
inside the tower? 


"Oh my, are you interested in the Eiffel Tower, Mr. Kakushidate? If so, it looks like we can help 
each other even more. Now, the café is this way," said Ms. Kyoko—'help each other even 
more?'—and with graceful steps as if she were a local, she entered a corner shop. At first 
glance, it looked like a casual café, with a view of the Eiffel Tower's dignified figure likely from 
the window. Moreover, if the tower is visible at that angle, could this be the famous 
Champs-Elysées? 


Considering the location, it must be quite an expensive establishment... 


"Don't worry. It's my treat," Ms. Kyoko said as she greeted the staff with a "Bonjour" before 
taking a seat—what did she just say? 


Ms. Kyoko is treating? 


The frugal Kyoko, who doesn't brag about her high abilities or treats anyone to cheap 
meals—wasn't that her catchphrase? 


Could it really be a case of mistaken identity? 


While | was still struggling to escape the utmost confusion | had never experienced before, Ms. 
Kyoko swiftly finished ordering, her pleasant exchange with the server making her seem truly 
like a local. 


Even when | was shocked by the heroic presence of the Eiffel Tower, her behavior seemed 
rather accustomed to its majestic stance, as if to say, "You haven't changed a bit. Glad to see 
you're doing well," in a familiar greeting. 


But how could Ms. Kyoko, the forgetful detective, be "accustomed" to seeing the Eiffel 
Tower—no, is that even possible? 


If the events took place before Ms. Kyoko lost her memory, or if no new memories had since 
overlaid it, perhaps the French landscape, the Parisian cityscape, remains forever fresh and 
vivid in her mind. 


| still didn't fully understand the mechanics of this "reset", so one mustn't jump to conclusions 
too lightly... 


As | was lost in thought and worry (Ms. Kyoko watched me with an amused expression—it's 
hard to tell because her face always seems to radiate maternal affection, but basically, Ms. 
Kyoko enjoys seeing people in confusion, a rather detective-like and somewhat sadistic trait), an 
array of items Ms. Kyoko had ordered were laid out on the table. 


Two small cups of espresso, an assortment of colorful macarons, a fruity tart, a moist canelé, 
and a glistening creme brtlée—it was the lineup. Ordering coffee obviously meant an automatic 
espresso, and the sweets were as visually appealing as the café's exterior, promising an 
expected Parisian delight. However, the quantity seemed excessive. 

"Don't worry. All the sweets are for me." 


"That's a concern in itself." 


"| need the sugar. Best to get it while | can." 


With that, Ms. Kyoko began with the macarons in an elegant gesture—yet, without any 
explanation, our relaxed café time had begun. Why had Ms. Kyoko invited me, merely a 
"stalker" at "first meeting,” to tea? And why was she treating me—even if it was just coffee? 
Let's help each other out as fellow Japanese. 

That's what she had said, but there was hardly anything | could do to help Ms. Kyoko. Not out of 
modesty, really, there wasn't. Absolutely not. Except for getting in the way—especially 
overseas? If it were so that | Knew every street in Paris like a local expert, and Ms. Kyoko 
needed an interpreter and guide, then maybe such a wonderful story could unfold, but in reality, 
it's the opposite. 

Even now, it feels like I'm almost unilaterally asking for Ms. Kyoko's assistance. 


Wait, sugar? She wants to stock up on sugar? 


Does that mean she's planning to use her brain extensively afterward? In other words, Ms. 
Kyoko isn't in France for a vacation, a private getaway, or for a homecoming visit... 


"Yes. As you have guessed, | am here on business. A detective trip all the way to Paris, France. 
Please, take a look at this—a copy of a letter." 


As if reading my mind, Ms. Kyoko spoke and rolled up the sleeve of her right arm—revealing her 
bare skin, on which the following message was written. 


"Good day. 
| shall be coming to claim the Eiffel Tower in the coming days. 
Please be wary. 


The Lady Thief" 


It's a well-known secret among those in the know that Ms. Kyoko, whose memory resets every 
time she sleeps, uses her own skin as a memo pad. 


For instance, on the opposite side of her right arm, her left arm has a profile that is permanently 
inscribed: "| am Kyoko Okitegami. Detective. My memory resets every day." 


However, the text that was said to be a "copy of a certain letter" was written in French, and even 
when shown to me, it was undecipherable—more so than an obscure dying message. My 
command of the French language was not even strong enough to assert whether it was French. 
Therefore, the text mentioned on the right is translated by Ms. Kyoko. 

But just because it was translated, that did not mean | fully understood what it intended. 

To take the Eiffel Tower? 

A lady thief? 


"Is this... a copy of some whimsical composition written by a dreamy child?" 


"It's a copy of an official warning of an intended crime delivered to the Paris Police Prefecture. 
Even if a child did it, it wouldn't be dismissed as mere mischief or bad taste." 


Ms. Kyoko said with a serious expression. 
Certainly, even in Japan, such an act wouldn't be dismissed as mere mischief or bad taste. 
But still... | look outside the café window. 


The Eiffel Tower, which shouldn't be too close given our location, stands toweringly huge and 
majestically—to take that? 


You mean... to steal it? 
"So it's not Auguste Dupin, but Arséne Lupin, then." 


"The image of the warning of a theft would be more along the lines of his grandson, 
though"—Ms. Kyoko added. 


I see. 
A play on words on the classic 'phantom thief’, from ‘gentleman thief" to ‘lady thief. 


Although it may be a play on words that has been historically overused, it is for that reason a 
direct one, leaving no room for misinterpretation. 


Simply put, it’s a word game. Therefore, to deduce that the sender is a woman because it says 
"lady" may be a bit presumptuous. There’s plenty of room for a gender misrecognition trick that 
doesn't quite rise to the level of a narrative trick. 

"While the text does seem to be in jest, the fact that a request has come even to a private 
detective in Japan suggests that the Paris Police Prefecture, or perhaps Interpol, is treating this 
as genuine—at the very least, a credible piece of writing," said Ms. Kyoko, as she rolled down 
her shirt sleeves. Perhaps it's not advisable to leave them exposed—or maybe that suggests I'm 
not just being teased by Ms. Kyoko. 

Although, | wouldn't mind being teased. 


But still, the scale of this story is too large. As large as the Eiffel Tower itself, quite literally. 


| had been fretting over being wrongfully accused overseas, but at least in the case of this 
crime, it seemed there was no need to worry—it was clearly not a case | could handle. 


My own stature is trivial in comparison. 

"But Ms. Kyoko, you do get requests to solve cases from overseas, huh?" 

"It seems so. | don't think this is the first time, although | don't remember," she replied casually, 
without a hint of bragging. "Usually, even if | do get a request, | would politely decline. The motto 
of the Okitegami Detective Agency is 'Resolve any case within a day." 


That's right. That was what | had just been thinking. 


Whether it's for work or personal matters, Ms. Kyoko, being the fastest detective, cannot 
continue any action for more than one day—at least, not fundamentally. 


There are exceptions. 


For example, in a certain case where | ended up “assisting,” she forced herself to stay up for 
five consecutive days, forcibly maintaining her memory and reasoning. 


That was quite a rule violation, but then, is this time also an exception? 

Perhaps Ms. Kyoko, fueled by righteous indignation at the audacious idea of stealing the Eiffel 
Tower—a treasure of humanity—had come all the way to France over the sea, prepared for 
sleep deprivation. 


"Yes, well, it's something like that." 


Apparently not. 


"Hmm. Regardless of the legitimacy or seriousness of the warning, it’s an impossible crime by 
default. Not an impossible crime in the mystery genre sense, but literally an impossible crime. To 
put it simply, the request is 'Please prevent the Eiffel Tower from being stolen,’ but honestly, it's 
something that could be left alone. Of course, an appropriate response should be taken for a 
crime warning that stirs up the public, but, investigation and search for such a case don't seem 
to require a detective's involvement, especially overseas where the procedures for investigation 
differ." 


Ms. Kyoko, who seemed to navigate the streets of Paris as if she was familiar with the terrain, 
appeared to be aware, at least, that she was indeed "overseas." 


"Why then, did you come all the way to France, Ms. Kyoko?" 

If at that moment she had countered with "Why are you in France, then?" | would have had to 
embarrassingly fulfill my duty to explain. Luckily, it seemed Ms. Kyoko had little interest in me, a 
man, as she easily replied, "The fee offered was exceptionally good." 

Seriously, that was too anticlimactic. 

"lam a professional detective. Money talks, you know." 


"They covered the travel expenses, meals, and accommodation. | flew here first class. It was my 
first time in first class. | think." 


First class, huh? 

Even if we were on the same plane, it's no wonder we didn't meet. Saying there's as much 
distance between economy and first class as there is between Tokyo and Paris is no 
exaggeration. 

So, this coffee I'm drinking is not really on Ms. Kyoko but on the client? 

| see, that makes everything clear without issue—or does it? It's a fine line. 

Of course, it's probably not a complete lie, and the idea that the policy of the Okitegami 
Detective Agency could waver depending on the amount of money involved is a very realistic 
narrative. But, when it comes to being overseas, it feels different. As the person herself 


admitted, the way investigations are handled would be different... 


"You're suspicious, aren't you? You are, indeed, the perfect choice for an assistant," Ms. Kyoko 
said with a teasing smile. 


That could be taken as laughing it off. 


"| wanted to buy lots of clothes. The trunk was unexpectedly light, wasn't it? It's planned to be 
quite heavy on the return trip." 


"Is that so?" 


Considering Ms. Kyoko's fashionable nature, not all her words may be a lie, but | still feel she's 
not telling the whole truth. 


If she were to lie, she could come up with something far more plausible, something filled with 
convincing power, especially since Ms. Kyoko is capable of such deception. This might as well 
be an indirect declaration of "I do not intend to tell you the real reason | accepted the request." 


It’s only natural for a detective bound by strict confidentiality. 


So, if such a detective is seeking an assistant here, then just like before, it must be "to ensure 
that Ms. Kyoko does not fall asleep, by having someone keep her awake at her side." 


Hearing that alone, one might think that staying awake to provide timely and appropriate hints, 
the role normally expected of an assistant, sounds much easier compared to other tasks. 
However, honestly, it is a burdensome job. The last time | did it, no matter the compensation, | 
thought I'd never want to do it again. 


But, this is something | cannot refuse. 


It would leave a bad aftertaste to abandon Ms. Kyoko overseas—it would be like having a bad 
dream. 


Even if | weren't unemployed, this is a job | have no choice but to accept. 
"By the way, Ms. Kyoko, how long have you been awake at this point?" 


"Since | accepted the request in Japan, | haven't slept a wink. So, it's been about thirty hours, | 
guess. This is still manageable for me." 


It's impressive that she still considers this manageable, and if | work backwards, she must have 
headed to the airport immediately after accepting the request—her vitality is astonishing. 


| even think to myself that she could manage alone without hiring an assistant, which would only 
lead to mutual discomfort—after all, until very recently, Ms. Kyoko must have intended to do just 
that. 


"My goal is to stay awake for a hundred hours straight, how about it? Let's work hard together, 
Mr. Kakushidate." 


Ms. Kyoko struck a guts pose, but it's only because she has forgotten just how irritable she 
became last time due to lack of sleep. Given the situation, | wish for Ms. Kyoko, the fastest 
detective, to solve the case as quickly as possible. 


The request is to "prevent the theft of the Eiffel Tower," but since the time frame is just "in the 
near future," it's not like the date of the crime is clear... To boldly declare that "the case is 
solved," do we need to identify the perpetrator who sent the crime notice? 


A lady thief, is it? 


|, being a person of common sense, cannot completely discard the possibility that it's just a 
childish prank... But well, if there are master detectives, are there also gentleman thieves? 


And then, | realized that | hadn't yet asked a crucial question. The magnitude of the 
(announced) crime had distracted me, but who across the sea had requested Ms. Kyoko? Who 
is the client that forcefully bent the rule of Okitegami Detective Agency, which only accepts 
cases that can be solved within a day? 


Could it be the Paris Police Prefecture or the INTERPOL? 


"The thing is, | don't know. The request came through multiple intermediaries—even so, 
considering the splendid nature of the payment, there's no doubt it's someone of significant 
influence. They even managed to have the Japanese government intervene and get me out of 
the country extralegally, without a passport." 


"Is that alright?" 


With that, the mystery of Ms. Kyoko's departure from the country is solved, but not knowing the 
client is not a very favorable condition for a detective—moreover, as | listen, it seems she isn't 
overly concerned about bending the rules, not just those of the Okitegami Detective Agency. 
Still, whether it's an individual or an organization, it appeared to be quite the big shot... 


Could it be a client like a tower enthusiast, who would do anything to protect the Eiffel Tower? 


"It's natural for clients to want to hide their identity. Trying to investigate that would be a breach 
of etiquette," said Ms. Kyoko. 


‘Clients lie’ is the creed of the Okitegami Detective Agency, and it seems like an opinion befitting 
its director—having received a generous advance payment, she prefers to focus on deducing 
the criminal rather than spending time investigating who the client might be. 


It's a commendable stance, albeit a precarious one. 

"Therefore, even if the Paris Police Prefecture were to make a request from the other side of the 
world through the Japanese police, | cannot openly cooperate with them. | must confront this 
case with individual strength—and modest partnership. Just me and you, Mr. Kakushidate." 


"...Understood. | will serve as your assistant." 


The more | heard, the more my unease and worry grew, so | cut the conversation short with that 
response. 


| never imagined my first trip abroad would unfold like this... Is my life destined to always be like 
this? 


In contrast to my sinking, depressive mood under this heavy responsibility, Ms. Kyoko exclaimed 
with a playful voice, "Je ne sais comment vous remercier!"—What did she say? Judging by her 
beaming smile, it must be words of thanks. 

"Now, Mr. Kakushidate. Not that | doubt you, but may | have you write something down before 
your feelings change? After all, | am the forgetful detective. If | were to fall asleep, waking up in 


France would be astonishing enough, let alone finding an unidentified giant beside me." 


| wanted to retort that | was sorry for being an unidentified giant, but given the circumstances, it 
sure beats being called a suspicious stalker. 


With a feeling akin to resigned desperation, | accepted the magic marker that Ms. Kyoko held 
out to me. 


Well, this isn't the first time for such a signature—whether Ms. Kyoko remembered or not, this 
too had happened when | served as her assistant (and wake-up call) before. 


| was made to write some kind of employment contract or labor pledge. 
An official document for the Okitegami Detective Agency, that is, on Ms. Kyoko's very own skin. 


| recall that last time, as a temporary assistant, | wrote a pledge on her right arm to faithfully 
fulfill my duties... Huh? 


But now, that right arm is covered with a copy of the "notice of intended crime" from the lady 
thief... Where should | write my signature this time? 


As | removed the cap from the magic marker, | voiced a simple question, 


"Here," 


Ms. Kyoko said as she rolled up the hem of the long shirt she wore under her trench coat, 
revealing her abdomen which, despite her recent calorie intake, was implausibly devoid of any 
excess fat, and likely smoother to write on than any high-quality paper. 


"I, Yakusuke Kakushidate, solemnly swear that during my stay in the French Republic, | will 
serve as the assistant to the esteemed Kyoko Okitegami, without refusing any labor, without 
defined working hours, and with unlimited effort, dedicating myself with bone-crushing sincerity 
and risking my life to fulfill my duties." 


Before even approaching the Eiffel Tower, it was clear that we needed to first see the actual 
"letter of warning," so Ms. Kyoko decided that the immediate destination would be the Paris 
Police Prefecture. 


Even when receiving requests through the Japanese police, the Okitegami Detective Agency 
usually cooperates with investigations on an unofficial basis, so it seemed surprisingly likely that 
the French police organization could be the client. However, even if that were not the case, if the 
Japanese government (!) had arranged things extrajudicially, it should be possible to at least 
have a look at the evidence. 


Checking the address of the Paris Police Prefecture in the guidebook | brought in my suitcase, 
which could be said to be the lifeline of this trip, | found it was conveniently close to the hotel 
where Ms. Kyoko was scheduled to stay. As the timing worked out well, we decided to first 
check in so | could drop off the suitcases, including mine. 


It seemed that changing clothes was her real purpose, more than just a side note, and it 
appeared that she moved up the check-in for this reason. Hence, | found myself waiting in the 
lobby for Ms. Kyoko to change, feeling somewhat forlorn. 


Although it felt more like | was being treated as a servant rather than an assistant, it was all 
right—I should be grateful for having fallen under her wing. Despite originally planning a budget 
trip, | was now staying at a hotel as luxurious as a grand castle, so | had no grounds for 
complaint. 


While waiting for Ms. Kyoko to change, with nothing in particular to do, | took the opportunity to 
calmly reflect on the bizarre case that Ms. Kyoko was currently undertaking. 


A bold notice of intended crime, claiming that the Eiffel Tower would be stolen. 


Neither the perpetrator nor the client was clear. 


While both were uncertain, the client at least seemed to have a strong sense of purpose in 
"protecting the Eiffel Tower from the lady thief"—I couldn't help but feel a sense of empathy with 
that. However, the perpetrator's intent was not just unclear, it was completely incomprehensible. 


What would one do with a stolen Eiffel Tower? It couldn't be displayed in a room or sold—it 
seemed like nothing more than a joke. 


No. 
A crime committed for fun, or by a prankster—doesn't necessarily mean it's not serious. 


After all, according to the guidebook, the Eiffel Tower itself wasn't built with a firm sense of 
purpose. It was constructed as a symbol for a World's Fair and wasn't initially meant to serve a 
practical, purposeful construction—rather, it was supposed to be demolished once the fair 
ended. 


It wasn't always the symbol of the City of Flowers from the start—in fact, there were vigorous 
campaigns against it, claiming that erecting an iron tower in a city of stone would ruin the 
landscape. 


While it awaited demolition, technology, especially in communications, advanced rapidly, and 
the Eiffel Tower came to be used as what we would now call a radio tower. 


During wars, it served as a central hub for wireless communications for the government and the 
military. As new technologies like television and radio rapidly evolved, the Eiffel Tower fulfilled a 
purpose that was tacked on after the fact. As times and generations changed, the 
once-lamented Eiffel Tower, criticized for ruining the landscape, secured its position as an 
integral part of Paris's scenery. 


As an architect, Gustave Eiffel, in extreme argument, built a tower that eventually found its role 
and purpose, leading to the present day—an episode that seems likely to yield various 
considerations if one digs deep. 


But that doesn't mean that if the tower was built for fun, it's okay to steal it for fun, nor does it 
mean that it's okay to send a crime notice for fun, even if one doesn't (or can't) steal it. 


... surprisingly, the culprit might be someone caught in the nostalgia who still thinks "the Eiffel 
Tower ruins the Parisian landscape" even after it has become familiar, and thus sent such a 
letter to the Paris Police Prefecture not out of fun but out of spite. 


If you think about it, the rather superficial pseudonym ("The Lady Thief") also makes sense—if 
so, the criminal probably never imagined it would become such a big deal that a famous 
detective would be summoned from Japan. 


The client who took the prank seriously ended up wasting money, but well, hiring a detective is 
like half worrying unnecessarily. 


That's not to say this won't make it into a novel, as |, wno have made numerous requests to 
numerous detectives, can say without a doubt. Conversely, it means that half of a detective's 
work turns out to be futile. | shall fervently hope that Ms. Kyoko's trip to France doesn't end up 
as futile labor, or rather, just a shopping trip. 


Despite intending to focus on the case, my train of thought invariably ends up on her, no 
surprises there... but still, she is awfully late. 


| hadn't adjusted my wristwatch for the time difference, so it was hard to grasp the passage of 
time, but before | knew it, an hour had passed. Is it... five in the evening now? 


| was supposed to head to the Paris Police Prefecture and then have dinner at a bistro (courtesy 
of Ms. Kyoko, or rather the mysterious client), discuss our future strategy during the meal, and 
finally aim for the base of the Eiffel Tower. But with this, I'll have to reschedule our plans. 


It's dangerous to walk around too late in an unfamiliar place without a good sense of the land. 
Ms. Kyoko seems to have a good sense of the area, but still, it's not advisable for a young 
woman to go out at night, whether she is familiar with the place or not. 


I'll have a good night's rest to recuperate and start fresh tomorrow morning—but when | realized 
how that was completely off the mark, | stood up. 


Right. Regardless of me, Ms. Kyoko must not rest—she must not sleep. And that's not for 
tonight or later, but right now, at this very moment. 


Yet. 
No matter how much time it takes for a woman to get ready, as per old customs, Ms. Kyoko is 
the fastest detective—f it's just changing clothes, one would expect her to come down from her 


room with the speed of a quick-change artist. 


The fact that she hasn't shown up in the lobby no matter how long | wait should be considered 
an abnormal situation, shouldn't it? 


Alone in her room, perhaps she succumbed to temptation, decided to stretch out on the bed, 
then lightly closed her eyes, and she was fast asleep before she knew it... such common 
occurrences cannot be ruled out, especially not for Ms. Kyoko. 


On the contrary, she is quite absent-minded in that respect—she has fallen for the criminal's 
traps time and again, forgetting the true nature of the cases she had deduced. 


That's why there are moments when a temporary assistant like me becomes necessary. If so, | 
shouldn't be idly tracing back the history of the Eiffel Tower in the lobby. 


Based on the employment contract written on Ms. Kyoko's stomach, | must immediately fulfill my 
role (as the waker). 


Hoping that this is just an unnecessary worry, | couldn't wait for the elevator and headed for Ms. 
Kyoko's room, skipping steps on the stairs. 


The card-type room key, which Ms. Kyoko had obtained in twos from the front desk, including a 
spare, was entrusted to me just in case something happened. Whether it was a sign of trust or 
simply carelessness, her unpredictable behavior was hard to fully understand, but little did | 
know that it would come into play so soon... 


Even if she is the fastest detective, there's no need for her to get in trouble with the same 
speed, | grumbled to myself as | arrived at Ms. Kyoko's room, out of breath (perhaps using the 
elevator would have been faster after all—l am not the fastest assistant, it seems). 


| Knocked and tried the intercom, but there was no response from the room—a silence that 
could suggest an unimaginable scenario. Yet, the likelihood that | was just worrying over nothing 
was still high. 


| must not panic now. 


After all, we hadn't set a clear time to meet in the lobby, and it might just be that she was taking 
a long time to get dressed, maybe she was simply taking a shower and hadn't noticed the 
knocking. If | were to use the spare key to barge into the room now, it could spell disaster for 
me. However, | haven't navigated through so many trials and tribulations (often with the help of 
others) for nothing. 


| have a certain sensitivity to the signs of trouble—| like to think that my bad premonitions have 
a higher than average chance of coming true. It's entirely possible that Ms. Kyoko might have 
suddenly fallen asleep on the hotel bed. 


With the resolve of becoming a criminal, as if | were a master detective making a deduction, | 
opened the door to the room—and then. 
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And to speak of the outcome, my intuition was only half correct. Or rather, | was only able to 
intuit half of the situation accurately. 


Ms. Kyoko was lying on the bed, in a reclined position, which was somewhat expected—only, 
she had finished changing. 


A knit dress that seemed to stretch down to her ankles. 


Her expression was peaceful with her eyes closed, and from her regular breathing, one might 
assume she was simply asleep. But if she was to sleep, | had thought it would be before 
changing, or perhaps during. If she had collapsed onto the bed after getting dressed, she must 
have been extremely tired... Even though Ms. Kyoko is known for her toughness, capable of 
going without sleep on the second day of an all-nighter, perhaps the fatigue from the flight was 
not something she could easily dismiss. 


Given the nature of the Forgetful Detective, she is inevitably unaccustomed to long-distance 
travel—I thought this as | moved to wake her. But at that moment, | stopped in my tracks. 


No crying over spilt milk. 

She won't recover her reset memories, no matter what | do. 

So, whether she wakes up early or oversleeps, whether it's a nap or a deep sleep, it's all the 
same, | suppose—| couldn't fulfill my role as an assistant, but | wasn't in a hurry to cover up for 
my own mistake. Yet then again, maybe this was for the best, | thought. 


Not to be too optimistic, but at least things were looking up. 


Ms. Kyoko herself was lying on her side however, but thankfully, her detective activities had not 
yet begun. 


Having forgotten the request or the case was extremely vexing, but still, it was far better than 
forgetting the deduced truth or the collected evidence and information. With that, even the fact 
that the client's identity was unknown could be taken in stride. 


Normally, forgetting who the client was would fundamentally hinder the job of a detective, who 
must prioritize the client's best interest. However, in this case, since the client was unknown 
from the beginning, whether forgotten or not, it makes little difference. 


Thus, instead of unnecessarily waking Ms. Kyoko, who probably just fell asleep, it's best to let 
the detective rest thoroughly. When a mistake is made, the goal should not be to correct it but to 
make use of it. 


There's no doubt that the first task Ms. Kyoko, as my assistant, imposed on me was to keep 
watch so she wouldn't fall asleep. But the second clause, in case she forgot the details of the 
case, was to re-input that information. 


From what I've seen, Ms. Kyoko seems to be a short sleeper, so without needing to wake her, 
she'll likely open her eyes soon after her fatigue is gone. Considering it's somewhat awkward to 
just keep watching her sleep in the room, | decide to wait in the lobby. 


At worst, tonight at the Paris police headquarters, it would suffice just to see the "letter of 
warning"; I'll graciously give up on the bistro. | don't know if there's a convenience store near the 
hotel (or even if there are convenience stores in France at all), but it's unlikely that | can't get to 
buy some bread in France. | wasn't really here to enjoy authentic French cuisine in the first 
place. It would be a lie to say | wasn't looking forward to it, but the budget doesn't allow for it. 


| debated whether to leave a note summarizing the case in Ms. Kyoko's room but decided 
against it—it's probably not best to feed information haphazardly to a detective who wakes up 
forgetful. 


The memo on her left arm, the copy of the letter of warning on her right arm, should be enough 
for her to grasp the current situation with her intelligence. And if she sees the words of the oath 
written on her abdomen, she should realize that her assistant, Yakusuke Kakushidate, is nearby. 


If Ms. Kyoko, with her exhaustive style, starts looking for Japanese people indiscriminately, 
she'll soon find me waiting in the lobby. 


Explaining the case details can wait until then—it's time for the forgetful detective to take on the 
"Lady Thief" with a clear head. 


Thinking this way, | gently placed a blanket on her so she wouldn't catch a cold, feeling a sense 
of care, and left Ms. Kyoko's room with such an idyllic feeling. 


| must have been too light-hearted. 
Despite the gravity of the situation. 


Two hours later, Ms. Kyoko came down to the lobby earlier than expected—dressed anew. Ina 
black suit with a handkerchief in the breast pocket, paired with a slim silk shirt, a stark contrast 
to the cute knit dress she wore earlier, it was an assertive style. Is it not just the memory that 
gets reset with each sleep, but the attire as well? The dress was nice, too. She immediately 
caught sight of me sitting on the sofa, approached, and asked, 


"Are you my assistant, Yakusuke Kakushidate?" 

Upon my nod, she bowed her white head in her usual familiar gesture and said, 
"Nice to meet you. I'm Kyoko Okitegami, the phantom thief." 

A forgetful thief, that's how she introduced herself. 


"Let's steal the Eiffel Tower, at top speed!" 
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| am Kyoko Okitegami, phantom thief. 


My memory resets every day. 
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"Apportez-moi la carte, s'il vous plait." 

With the same fluent French she used before falling asleep, and thus when she was still a 
detective, Ms. Kyoko said this to the waiter—I don't know what it means, but from the 
atmosphere, it seemed she was asking for the menu. 

In the end, while waiting for Ms. Kyoko, my plan temporarily rescheduled in the lobby took a 
complete turn—meaning, instead of skipping dinner to visit the Paris police headquarters alone, 
we were now going to eat at a bistro and then head to the Eiffel Tower. 

Well, no lady thief would approach the police willingly, and on the contrary, phrases like "It's 
dangerous to walk around at night" may work on a detective, but not on a thief—hiding in the 


darkness of the night is a standard tactic for a lady thief. 


Looking at her from that perspective, the pure white hair in stark contrast to the jet-black suit did 
indeed seem villainous... it felt like an evil Ms. Kyoko. 


The evil Ms. Kyoko—The Forgetful Lady Thief. 
This situation was, well, not something to be taken lightly. 


But then, what should | do? | was completely without a plan. 


It was an unmanageable emergency. 

In the hotel lobby, upon hearing Ms. Kyoko's introduction after she came down from her room, | 
initially thought she was joking—I! thought she was just fooling around, embarrassed by having 
fallen asleep. 


But Ms. Kyoko was serious. Dead serious. 


Upon reflection, there wasn't anything for her to be embarrassed about—after all, Ms. Kyoko 
had forgotten what happened before she slept. There was no reason for her to act playfully. 


So what on earth had happened? 

Though | didn't understand what was happening, | acted impulsively. | grabbed Ms. Kyoko's left 
hand and rolled up her jacket and shirt sleeves all at once. It was an uncharacteristic move for 
me, known for my passive nature, but the result was the following text: 

| am Kyoko Okitegami, phantom thief. 

My memory resets every day. 


"What's wrong? Mr. Yakusuke. Did you think | was a disguised fake? As you can see, | am the 
real deal. The genuine Kyoko Okitegami, the Lady Thief." 


Saying this, Ms. Kyoko twisted her own cheek with her free right hand—not that | suspected 
some Lupin Ill-like disguise. 


The fact that she now called me "Mr. Yakusuke" instead of "Mr. Kakushidate" seemed to confirm 
that Ms. Kyoko's memory had indeed been reset—although I'd wish for it not to happen due to a 


mistake, the memory resetting wasn't the important part. 


What was important was that there was a serious error in the information that had been 
overwritten. 


| am Kyoko Okitegami, phantom thief. 


Phantom thief. Phantom thief. Phantom thief. Phantom thief. Phantom thief. Phantom thief. 


My memory doesn't reset, especially not the events involving her—they are memories too vivid 
to forget... and considering that, | tried to find a glimmer of hope that this was Ms. Kyoko's way 
of "role-playing." 


As a temporary contract employee of the Okitegami Detective Agency, | will refrain from going 
into detail in order to honor the confidentiality agreement, but there was a time—when Ms. 
Kyoko was at a dead end with her deduction, she deliberately wrote a false profile on her skin, 
then read and deciphered it after her memory reset, in a sense, "being deceived by her 
yesterday's self," changing her premise and stance to perform deduction, a sort of forbidden 
memory trick. 

It was possible that by role-playing as a lady thief, Ms. Kyoko was trying to close in on the true 
identity of the "Lady Thief" who had sent the crime notice for this case—but | knew all too well 
that this was wishful thinking. 

| knew it better than Ms. Kyoko herself. 

On her left arm, a memo written in Ms. Kyoko's handwriting. 

Ms. Kyoko herself seemed to have taken the memo at face value—but | knew. Even if Ms. 
Kyoko didn't understand, | did—there was a part of that memo that wasn't in Ms. Kyoko's 
handwriting. 


Of course, needless to say, it was the word "phantom thief." 


Someone had cunningly imitated and altered Ms. Kyoko's handwriting—it could only be 
considered a forgery. 


| could make this judgment, more accurate than even the person herself, because | had seen 
many of the characters Ms. Kyoko had written up until now. 


"...M-Ms. Kyoko. Y-You are not a phantom thief." 


Releasing her arm, | said those words, but Ms. Kyoko, upon hearing them, momentarily made a 
perplexed face, then nodded with an "Ah" and smiled slyly. 


"That's right. | mustn't reveal my true identity. It's not something to proclaim out loud." 
It's not working. 


The trust she places in the "memo written in her own handwriting" is too high (also, Ms. Kyoko's 
expression when she's up to no good is just too cute). 


All | can do is guess what might have happened to Ms. Kyoko while she was changing in the 
room... but the flow of the conversation suggests that it wasn't that she accidentally fell asleep 
while dressing, but rather, she was put to sleep by some means. 


That's the only explanation | can think of. 

Judging by her peaceful sleeping face on the bed, it seems unlikely that she was subjected to 
violent measures and knocked out against her will, and that is a small consolation... but whether 
it was sleeping pills or something else, the "someone" who put Ms. Kyoko to sleep achieved 
their objective with minimal effort. 

Namely, 

"lam Kyoko Okitegami. Detective. 


My memory resets every day." 


From this memo on her left arm, just two kanjis... the part that said "detective" was rewritten as 
"phantom thief'—imitating Ms. Kyoko's handwriting! 


It might sound simple when put into words, but handwriting is not something that can be easily 
mimicked, and that's probably why the culprit limited themselves to just those two kanjis—still, | 
can't help but admire the skillful work that goes beyond anger. 


Even a stalker-like figure like me, or the self-proclaimed fan journalist Ms. Toshiko Kakoi, 
wouldn't be able to pull off such a precise copy. 


Because | read it with that assumption from the beginning, | was barely able to see through it, 
but it wouldn't have been surprising if | had been deceived by the accuracy. 


So it's no wonder that Ms. Kyoko would trust it as her own writing—yes, just like with the copy of 
the "crime notice" written on the opposite hand! 


If she read the text on her right arm with the input that her title was "detective," she would 
understand it as some strange document related to the case she had made a note of just in 
case. However, if she read it with the input that her title was "phantom thief," then it becomes, 
not a copy, but a declaration of her own resolve. 

That's why Ms. Kyoko said such a thing. 


"Let's steal the Eiffel Tower, with utmost speed!" 


"_..What's the matter, Mr. Yakusuke? Do you intend not to enjoy wine while in France? That 
would be unrefined. It's like coming to Japan and not eating sushi." 


"Ah, yes... then, I'll have the blue wine." 
"There's no such thing as blue wine. It's not a rose." 
"Uh, well then, I'll leave it to you." 


"Understood. Let's enjoy the flavor to the extent that it won't put us to sleep. After all, we 
wouldn't want to forget the taste too soon." 


It seems that even though the detective has become a phantom thief, her nature of 
forgetfulness hasn't changed—across the table, she efficiently places her order, her personality 
and character fundamentally remaining the Ms. Kyoko | know. 


Her knowledge about Paris, France, seems unchanged from before sleep, and the bistro we're 
guided to, while not listed in my guidebook, has an air of first-class quality, the kind of place | 
definitely wouldn't have entered alone, a favorite among those in the know. 


If | may say so, it was a place | would have preferred not to visit under the current 
circumstances, where | hardly feel capable of appreciating the flavors properly—however, it's a 
relief to see Ms. Kyoko purely enjoying herself in a good mood. 

Minimum effort for maximum effect. 

Just by changing two kanjis, the storyline has been turned upside down so dramatically... the 
renowned detective who was supposed to prevent the theft of the Eiffel Tower has, unbelievably, 
switched sides to the thief. 

This could be considered the worst-case scenario—though, actually, it's not. 

| can imagine a worse outcome. 

The culprit is certainly unforgivable for tampering with her skin memo and stealing the only thing 
more valuable than money to the forgetful detective, her memory of just one day, but that villain 
could have done much worse if they wanted. 

They could have taken Ms. Kyoko's consciousness by force, as previously mentioned, or they 
could have coerced her into obedience without resorting to such roundabout methods. Yet, they 
chose the most peaceful method possible to make Ms. Kyoko steal the Eiffel Tower—while | 
know it's wrong, | can't help but be charmed by their efficiency. 


That's the very image of a gentleman thief. 


A gentleman thief—or perhaps, a lady thief. 


In other words, the identity of the villain who took-or rather stole-Ms. Kyoko's memory... 
"Then, here's to the success of our endeavor—A votre santé!" 

".,.Cheers." 

Right? Probably. 


With this turn of events, the existence of the mysterious client who reached out across the sea 
to the Okitegami Detective Agency also becomes a subject of speculation. 


Could the thief who sent the notice and the client who tried to prevent it actually be the same 
person? Perhaps from the beginning, the "Lady Thief" intended to invite Ms. Kyoko from Japan 
to transform her into the "Lady Thief" herself and have her perform a job on their behalf—damn 
it. 

If that's the case, my own mistakes are even more regrettable—I should never have taken my 
eyes off Ms. Kyoko for a moment, even when she was getting ready, | should have been by her 
side constantly. 


There's a limit to how useless one can be. 


| want to hit my own head for the vow | wrote down—what was the point of that pledge? But 
ironically, now it's the only hope | have left. 


"I, Yakusuke Kakushidate, solemnly swear that during my stay in the French Republic, | will 
serve as the assistant to the esteemed Kyoko Okitegami, without refusing any labor, without 
defined working hours, and with unlimited effort, dedicating myself with bone-crushing sincerity 
and risking my life to fulfill my duties." 


Yes. 


That pledge, which now seems to be an excessive promise, remains intact on the skin of Ms. 
Kyoko. 


That text is still valid. 


That's why, after changing from a knit dress into a black suit and coming down from her room, 
the first thing Ms. Kyoko did was look for me. 


She was looking for her "assistant," Yakusuke Kakushidate—not as a "detective's assistant," but 
as a "phantom thief's assistant." 


Perhaps the person who tampered with the memo on her left arm overlooked the contract on 
her abdomen due to the nature of the one-piece dress, without a separate upper and lower 
section—or maybe they realized it, but given the limited time and the delicate area of the 
abdomen, they couldn't erase or overwrite it. 


Certainly, if they had clumsily attempted to alter it and awakened Ms. Kyoko, it'd have been a 
bust—in fact, she seemed quite ticklish when | wrote on it with a magic pen at the café during 
the day. 


The café staff looked at me strangely. 


It might have been a look that went beyond strange, perhaps even seeing me as a 
pervert—regardless of whether the criminal noticed or not, my writing remained untouched. 


So, perhaps unexpectedly for the schemer, even though Ms. Kyoko's memory disappeared, her 
assistant—l—remained. 


A useless assistant, but better than none, an assistant who might just get in the way if 
present—but this irregular situation should not be wasted on the adversary. 


| did try to do what | could on the way to this bistro, reminding her that she's not a phantom thief 
but a famous detective, attempting a futile persuasion, but Ms. Kyoko's trust in her own 
handwriting seems to be seriously strong, and it all ended in vain effort. 

"Haha, you've certainly racked your brains as an assistant. | see, pretending to be a famous 
detective to steal the Eiffel Tower, is that your idea? However, the detective equals criminal 
trope has already been worn out. A theft must be fresh and new. Well, leave it to me, the Lady 
Thief." 

...It's only to be expected, | suppose. 

It's the same as if in Japan, where Ms. Kyoko is celebrated as a famous detective, you tell her, 
"You're actually a phantom thief." 

You'd just be laughed off. 

Considering that, the term "phantom thief" had an exquisite ring to it. 

If it were "robber" or "burglar," there might be a conscious denial, a refusal to engage in such 
antisocial behavior, but the moniker "phantom thief" has a certain romance to it, on par with that 


of a "master detective." Especially with a grand and fantastical goal like stealing the Eiffel Tower, 
it transcends the dichotomy of good and evil. 


It's understandable that one might be convinced. 


| can't risk losing the trust as her assistant—the lifeline in this precarious situation—by being too 
insistent in persuading her. So, for the time being, | decided to play the obedient assistant, 
observe the situation, and wait for an opportunity. 


Ms. Kyoko won't become a phantom thief, nor will | allow it to happen. 


1, who have been saved from numerous false charges, will now prevent Ms. Kyoko from 
becoming a criminal—this is not irony but a form of gratitude. 


In doing so, | might also find an opportunity to uncover the identity of the real "Lady Thief,” or 
the client... No matter how gentlemanly they behave, the person who stole Ms. Kyoko's memory 
deserves a fitting retribution. 


However, it's a bit disheartening to say this, but even though | feel responsible, perhaps | 
shouldn't take it too seriously. 


After all, no matter how cunning and strategic Ms. Kyoko is, in reality, it's impossible to actually 
steal the Eiffel Tower. 


...It's impossible, right? 
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It is said that a certain literary giant who had opposed the construction of the Eiffel Tower for 
ruining the Parisian landscape, paradoxically, frequented it quite often after its 
completion—when asked why, he allegedly said, "This is the only place in the city where | can 
look out and avoid seeing this hideous thing." 


Although | thought the episode was a little too neat, putting aside the theory that the literary 
giant actually left Paris, now, standing right beneath the Eiffel Tower, the feeling that it might 
have been a fabricated story for posterity grows stronger. 


When | looked at it from a distance earlier, | thought that approaching it might make it harder to 
grasp the whole and make it even more incomprehensible. However, with such a colossal 
structure so close, even with closed eyes, one cannot help but feel its overwhelming presence 
on their skin. It's nothing like the saying "the darkest place is under the candlestick." 


| don't Know quite how to express it, but anyway, it's unbearably bitter and unbearably 
big—never before have | felt such a large man-made object, let alone anything in creation, 
looming over me, and it's a feeling that makes me shudder. 


| feel like | could just crouch down for no reason. 
"Heh heh heh. Is this what | am to acquire this time?" 


In stark contrast to me, who once again felt a deep reverence for the symbol of Paris, Ms. 
Kyoko—the forgetful phantom thief—had a fearless smile on her face. 


A fearless smile, or rather, an inappropriate one. 


| wonder who she pictured in her mind as a phantom thief... It doesn't feel like Arséne Lupin, nor 
does it seem to be his grandson. 


Could it be the "Fiend with Twenty Faces"? Indeed, if you actually read about that thief, you may 
find him to be quite naive and not at all dislikeable... 


After enjoying a high-calorie dessert at the bistro (she even drank dessert wine. It's 
embarrassing to admit, as someone who seems like a leading fan of Ms. Kyoko, but | didn't 
know until now that she's quite a heavy drinker. Probably, as a "detective," she refrained from 
drinking on the job, but as a "phantom thief,” it's conceivable that wine suits her character), Ms. 
Kyoko and | set out for the Eiffel Tower. 


My anxiety about the dangers of walking at night was somewhat alleviated by the dazzling lights 
on both sides of the Champs-Elysées as we walked—well, it's a famous metropolis, so the 
concept of "night" might be a bit delayed. 


Of course, this doesn't mean that the night isn't dangerous, but there was no way for me to stop 
Ms. Kyoko, who was buoyantly setting out to "case" a theft. My only option was to act as her 
bodyguard. 


The Eiffel Tower itself was brightly lit up, and even at this hour, there were still plenty of tourists. 
There were searchlights rotating near the top of the tower, and it seems that if we had arrived a 
little earlier, we would have seen the tower twinkling like a diamond. 


| wonder if they used to light it up with gas lamps when it was first built... Now, is it LED? 


As inevitable at a tourist spot, we had to be cautious of pickpockets and thieves, but there was a 
proper baggage inspection when entering the park, so a certain level of safety seemed to be 
secured—however, the thought that among this crowd there might be a real "Lady Thief" other 
than Ms. Kyoko makes it so that, no matter how captivating, | can't just keep looking at the Eiffel 
Tower. But when | think about it, since Ms. Kyoko was targeted at a pinpoint moment when she 
was alone in her room, perhaps we are safer mingling in the crowd like this. 


Nonetheless, unaware of my worries, Ms. Kyoko herself muttered mischievously, "Everyone is 
enjoying themselves, not knowing that this iron tower will be stolen by tomorrow." 


By tomorrow? 

"Of course. I'm the fastest phantom thief. | can steal any treasure within a day." 

No, that's not quite right... 

She's talking about treasures. 

However, it's not my intention to upset her mood by rashly arguing, especially since she's fully 
embracing her role as a phantom thief right now, and it could even lead to her firing her 
assistant. 

As far as | know, Ms. Kyoko, who is also the head of her own private office (obviously as a 
detective, not a phantom thief), does hire assistants and bodyguards now and then, but she 
seems to fire them quite easily. 

It's not that she's hot-tempered, but rather because she's a detective with a memory reset every 
day, she can make drastic decisions regarding employment and hiring without being bound by 
sentiment or past connections—which is questionable, but in any case, | absolutely cannot 


afford to be fired right now. 


In this foreign land, I'm the only one who can protect Ms. Kyoko. Until | gather convincing 
evidence to persuade her, | must commit myself to being the "phantom thief's assistant." 


| mustn't say anything negative. 
"So, that's how it is. You truly are the great phantom thief of the century, Kyoko Okitegami." 


Therefore, saying such flattering things (which now make me feel more like a servant than an 
assistant), 


"Do you have any kind of master plan?" 

Casually, | tried to probe. 

It was a question | asked thinking she couldn't possibly have one, but then she replied evasively, 
"Stealing is an art, after all." 


Her manner of speaking was indeed very much like that of a phantom thief... but more than that, 
it was a peculiarly intriguing way to put it. 


"Um, Ms. Kyoko, what do you mean by art..." 


"Well, well. Ideally, I'd like to sneak inside and examine the structure from within, but it seems 
quite crowded right now. Considering the business hours, perhaps we should leave that for 
tomorrow." 


"Ah... tomorrow?" 


Earlier, she had said that she would steal it by tomorrow, and it seems she intends to maintain 
top speed even in theft—wait, hold on? 


"Does that mean, Ms. Kyoko, that after tonight, you plan to return to the hotel and go to sleep?" 
"Of course. Do | look like the type to play around at night?" 


She doesn't seem like it, but since she is currently a phantom thief, I'm not sure if it's good or 
bad to answer that way—where exactly should the line of ethical sense be drawn? 


But, more importantly... if we are to return to the hotel, does that mean Ms. Kyoko's memory will 
be reset again there? 


If, while she's sleeping, | erase the kanjis for "phantom thief" from her left arm... | certainly can't 
imitate the handwriting, but if | erase those two kanjis from the text, it might not make her a 
detective again, but | could stop her from being a phantom thief. 


However, this naive optimism was quickly dashed by Ms. Kyoko's emphasis, 


"Even when | say I'm going to sleep, of course, I'll be pulling an all-nighter. Mr. Yakusuke, please 
make sure to keep waking me up." 


It seems that her habit of pulling all-nighters while working is the same as when she was a 
detective. 


That means she must still recognize me, a decidedly unsophisticated assistant, as her "waker" 
overseas. 


Even if | were to abandon that role of "waker," whether by accident or design, Ms. Kyoko, who 
has just fallen into a deep sleep, could probably manage on her own for a single all-night 
session. 


Rather, to be honest, right now, I'm the one who's sleepy. 


I'm overwhelmingly sleepy. 


Throughout the tumultuous developments we've faced, there's been hardly a moment to rest, 
and on top of that, I've stuffed my stomach with French gourmet food as if | were a goose—it 
would be strange not to feel sleepy now. 


The vitality that Ms. Kyoko had after quickly freshening up on her own was, frankly, a bit 
enviable... | don't have the confidence that | can keep up with even a single night of her staying 
awake. 


Well, as | mentioned earlier, Ms. Kyoko could probably pull through the night on her own if 
necessary, and ultimately, | could afford to sleep tonight if my role is limited to being the "Waker." 


But if the forgetful phantom thief Ms. Kyoko has—impossibly!—some kind of master plan to 
steal the Eiffel Tower, then tonight is the only chance to stop her. 


It's not the time to sleep just because I'm sleepy. 


Somehow, everything is completely topsy-turvy... She is not a detective but a phantom thief; 
instead of her preventing me from being called a criminal, I'm trying to prevent her from 
becoming one; | wish the usually sleep-deprived Ms. Kyoko would actually sleep, and I, who 
should be keeping her awake, must not sleep. 


Even though we've come to the opposite side of the globe, it seems excessive to be so 
thoroughly inverted, and as | lament inwardly without end, she says, 


"Before we return to the hotel, why don't we view the Eiffel Tower at night, all lit up, from a 
distance? Let's take a stroll through Champ de Mars Park. *Giggle”, it almost feels like a date, 
doesn't it?" 


Perfect timing, as always, to say something so unpleasant. 
It's nothing like a date. Not one bit. 


However, given that it's set against the backdrop of Paris' landmark, the park is certainly 
impressive—though heading there means going in the opposite direction of the hotel, a walk in 
the park, feeling like a tourist, wouldn't be too bad. 


| need to enjoy some tourism to keep going, and I'd feel guilty towards Mr. Kondo, who 
suggested the trip... Mr. Kondo, huh? 


That's right, perhaps seeking advice from that reliable man isn't such a bad idea. If Mr. Kondo 
knows about Ms. Kyoko's time abroad (which he might), he may also know how to handle a 
situation like this... It's a faint hope, but in circumstances like these, one should do everything 
they can. 


But if I'm going to make a call, | need to consider the time difference with Japan... the days of 
the week are different too... Or perhaps, would an email be better? | can't let Ms. Kyoko hear me 
on the phone, and | can't take my eyes off her either... 


"As we walk like this, hearing various languages from around us is quite interesting, isn't it?" 
Ms. Kyoko said this, weaving through the throng of tourists without bumping into anyone. 


| hadn't paid much attention to it until she mentioned it, but indeed, as you'd expect from a 
global tourist spot, if you listen closely, you can hear languages from all over the world. 


Not just French, but English, Chinese, Korean, German, Spanish, Italian... and many more 
languages that my limited knowledge cannot identify just by listening, and of course, Japanese, 
the language that both Ms. Kyoko and | are speaking, is also part of this harmony. 


Hmm. 


Japan also has many tourist spots to be proud of, but this kind of participatory experience may 
not be something you would expect to have... It's an amazing experience unique to Europe. 


It felt as though I'd been taught a unique way to enjoy a global landmark that made one aware 
of the vastness of the Earth, but looking at it another way, it was also a story that made one feel 
the insurmountable language barrier that exists between regions. 


| was painfully aware of my own lack of linguistic ability and my negligence in studying. 

"The language barrier, you say? That reminds me, there was also the Tower of Babel." 

The extent of Ms. Kyoko's mastery of languages is unclear, and whether as a detective or as a 
phantom thief, that's probably a trade secret. Unlike me, she seemed to catch almost every 
conversation around us, and while slipping through the gaps between tourists like a snake, she 
was listening to the surrounding conversations as if she were appreciating a symphony, and she 
made such a remark to my noise-like commentary mixed in there. 

The Tower of Babel? What's that... | feel like I've heard of it somewhere. 

"It's a sort of myth. In ancient times, when the world was still one, humans tried to build a tower 
tall enough to reach heaven, and God, angered by this, disarmed not only the tower but also the 
world." 


"Disarmed..." 


| almost chimed in with, "Like a dismemberment murder?" but restrained myself, realizing that 
such a retort only works when the other party is a detective. 


With that much said, | remembered. 
That's right—when the tower was disarmed, so were the languages. 


God disarmed language to prevent humans, who could be unpredictable when gathered, from 
uniting more than necessary. 


"Rather than making humans unable to speak, He actually increased the number of languages. 
You can feel a sense of God's playfulness. This is how the world became even more 
complicated." 

"| don't think it's something to be passed off as mere playfulness... Perhaps what lies behind the 
legend of the Tower of Babel is the ancient and unchanging earnest wish of our predecessors, 


wishing, ‘if only we had one language.” 


"Yes. And another thing that hasn't changed since ancient times is the earnest wish of our 
predecessors to ‘build a tall tower." 


Prompted by her words, | look back at the Eiffel Tower—a tall tower. 


At the time of its construction, it was a high-rise tower prioritizing design over function... a 
high-rise without a plan. 


"There are also various tall towers in Japan," Ms. Kyoko said. 


"Tokyo Tower, Nagoya TV Tower, Sapporo TV Tower, Osaka Tsutenkaku, Kyoto Tower, Kagawa 
Gold Tower." 


"Right. And then there's the new one, Tokyo Skytree." 

"Huh?" 

She looked at me with a puzzled expression. 

Ah, | see. She forgot? 

I'm a bit fuzzy on the details, but isn't the total height of the Tokyo Skytree 634 meters? If we're 
competing for height, that's nearly double the Eiffel Tower. Though they're both towers, they're 


from different centuries, so it's probably not that simple to compare them. But | wonder if the 
underlying philosophy behind the towers is the same. 


The desire to build a tall tower. 
Taller and taller, ever higher, and even higher still. 


"| don't know the details, but I've heard that in the future, they might even be able to make 
what's called a ‘space elevator.” 


"A space elevator?" 


"An elevator that connects to a space station... In a broader sense, that's also a tall tower, isn't 
it? A tower tall enough to reach the heavens." 


"I'm sure God would be quite angry." 

Or maybe He would just be dumbfounded by us, thinking, "these guys are hopeless." 

With that summary, Ms. Kyoko stopped walking, turned around, and faced the Eiffel Tower. 

We had come to the edge of the park, thinking we had put a considerable distance between us 
and the tower, but even from this pulled-back perspective, it still looked quite massive... Perhaps 
Ms. Kyoko was thinking the same thing, as she stretched out her arm in front of her, taking a 
pose as if measuring the perspective. 

"What do you think? Does it look stealable?" 


Even though | thought it was futile, | asked again. 


If the forgetful phantom thief Ms. Kyoko were to give up on the theft here, the story would end 
peacefully. 


"It's not a matter of whether it can be stolen or not, there's a theme we need to consider first." 


As expected, Ms. Kyoko deflected with a vague response—this was also the way detective Ms. 
Kyoko would handle things, not so different after all. 


Seeing it like this, | can't help but wonder what really is the difference between a detective and a 
phantom thief. 


Anyway, being led like this, | had no choice but to ask another question, "What is the theme we 
have to consider first?" 


| had thought | would surely be further shrouded in smoke and mystery, but the response from 
the forgetful phantom thief was as follows. 


"Why am | trying to steal the Eiffel Tower?—Unraveling that motive is what we must address 
first." 
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The unraveling of the motive. 


This is entirely within the domain of a master detective, which is to say, it's proof that Ms. 
Kyoko's true calling and nature lie in being a detective, not a phantom thief. For me, this 
revelation was so joyous it almost brought me to tears—even if her memo pad is wiped clean, 
and even if her memories are overwritten, Ms. Kyoko is still Ms. Kyoko. 


Being a detective suits her. 


There was a time, | remember, she intuited something like this, and now it felt like that intuition 
was unexpectedly substantiated. The image of the master detective who has saved me time 
and again was not a mere illusion, and that realization filled me with such a warmth, it was 
profoundly moving. 


At the same time, | thought this might be a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity—now that Ms. Kyoko 
has hit upon the very reasonable question, "Why must | steal the Eiffel Tower?" Perhaps it's the 
perfect moment to press upon her that she is not really a phantom thief, that the memo on her 
left arm is a forgery mimicked by someone else. 

Now, my persuasion might carry some weight. 

But | stopped myself just short of speaking out. | barely managed to restrain myself. 

Of course, nothing would be better than Ms. Kyoko regaining her sense of self as a detective, 
but | can't forget that a hasty, emotional decision could lead to an irrevocable situation if my 


attempt at persuasion were to fail. 


Even if this is a once-in-a-lifetime chance, there will be no second chance for me—f that's the 
case, then | should resist the urge to jump in and wait for the next once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. 


If I'm always afraid of failure, nothing will ever begin, and | might not seem like the fastest 
detective's assistant (or perhaps the fastest phantom thief's assistant), but | have my own way 
of thinking. 


The unraveling of the motive. 


The motive of the phantom thief—the "Lady Thief." 


Why does she intend to steal the Eiffel Tower?—If we figured that out, perhaps we can get 
closer to the true identity of "The Lady Thief." 


Could this lead to catching the ignoble criminal who stole Ms. Kyoko's memory and, 
unbelievably, rewrote her memo pad—fulfilling Ms. Kyoko's original job as an Forgetful 
Detective? 


With this in mind, | hesitate to halt Ms. Kyoko's thought process, that is, to stop the reasoning 
that has just begun to move. 


Even with my best effort, even if the conversation goes well, | can only persuade her that the 
memo pad is fake and that she is not a phantom thief. Proving that she is indeed a detective is 
something beyond what can be proven. 


If that is the case, perhaps it would be more advantageous to have her continue pondering the 
question, "Why does the 'Lady Thief’ intend to steal the Eiffel Tower?"—whether as a detective 
or even as a phantom thief, she should pursue the answer with unchanging, utmost speed. 


Of course, this idea has its disadvantages—if the benefit is uncovering the true identity of the 
"Lady Thief" and the truth behind the incident, the drawback is that there may not necessarily be 
an answer to the question at all. 


It's just as | thought in the hotel lobby. 


Since it's a phantom thief's doing, there need not be any dire reasons or lofty ideals—“for the 
sheer fun of it” can go unchallenged. 


Ironically, the very phrase Ms. Kyoko herself uttered earlier, "theft is an art," becomes a golden 
pass. 


The reason Ms. Kyoko is currently questioning her motivation to steal the Eiffel Tower is simply 
because she is a forgetful phantom thief (though that's not actually the case), and she assumes 
she's forgotten the reason. If | were to deduce that the reason is just "for sheer fun," there would 
be no further logical progression from there. 

At this point, | find myself wishing that the "Lady Thief" had a serious motive, even something as 
trivial as "to disrupt the ancient Parisian landscape"—what a strange thought. Yet, here | am, 
needing to make a decision. 

Should | tell Ms. Kyoko the truth? 


Or should | wait for Ms. Kyoko to uncover the truth herself? 


"2 Is something the matter, Mr. Yakusuke?" 


"...No, nothing at all. It certainly is concerning, why 'yesterday's Ms. Kyoko' would think to steal 
the Eiffel Tower. | apologize, | haven't heard the reason myself, even being your assistant." 


"Is that so? | seem to be the type who's surprisingly closed off to her subordinates, huh. Well 
then, shall | think it over until | revisit this place tomorrow? Fortunately, the nights in Paris are 
long." 


She said, suggesting we head back to the hotel soon. 

| nod and follow behind her—still unable to muster confidence in my decision. 

Was this really the right thing to do? 

| don't know. | don't even know if the right answer was among the choices | had. 

But | wanted to take a risk. Whether she was a detective or a phantom thief, | wanted to gamble 
on Kyoko Okitegami—|! was certain that the Ms. Kyoko | knew would surely strike back at the 
"Lady Thief." 
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My resolve to not take my eyes off Ms. Kyoko, even for a moment, as soon as possible, was 
regrettably defeated by a wall of common sense, as soon as we returned to the hotel and Ms. 
Kyoko expressed a desire to shower and wash off her sweat. 

It's simply that, until the job is done, in other words, until the Eiffel Tower is stolen, it's my duty to 
keep her awake and prevent her from sleeping, which means that instead of staying in my own 
room prepared by the hotel, | ended up spending the night in Ms. Kyoko's room, so well, if | just 
sit in front of the bathroom door and keep watch, | should be able to fulfill my personal goal of 


protecting her from the "Lady Thief." 


Previously, Ms. Kyoko had fallen asleep during a shower, but in this case, such an accident 
would be a stroke of good luck, even desirable. 


If she sleeps and loses her memory as a thief, there will be no way to get to the bottom of the 
"Lady Thief's" true identity, but I'm resigned to that as well; | won't fight the inevitable. 


Well, whether there is any point in me guarding Ms. Kyoko almost constantly like this is not 
clear... it's like preparing the rope after the thief has escaped, rather than after catching them. 


After all, it must have been risky for the "Lady Thief" to make contact with the famous detective 
in this room—it's possible that the criminal, having accomplished the goal of altering the memo, 


will never contact Ms. Kyoko again. In fact, the culprit who has finished the climax might have 
already taken flight from France. 


Thinking this, sitting in front of the bathroom, struggling to stay awake, | even feel like a 
complete fool. 


No good, no good, | need to think of something, anything, to keep the drowsiness at bay... at the 
very least, until | visit the Eiffel Tower tomorrow morning, | have to keep awake with Ms. Kyoko. 


The true identity of the "Lady Thief." 


Right now, Ms. Kyoko is trying to unconsciously approach that identity from the perspective of 
motivation, and while I'm placing my bets on that possibility, | can't just leave it entirely up to her. 


| should take a different approach myself. Even if modest, | should attempt any effort to increase 
the chances of a happy ending. 


An approach that Ms. Kyoko, who believes herself to be the thief, cannot take... after all, | 
haven't been continuously framed for something | didn't do—or rather, | haven't been close to 
the actions of famous detectives like her—for nothing. 


| should be able to do at least an imitation of deduction. 


Spurred by such thoughts, with the sound of Ms. Kyoko taking a shower as background music, | 
wrack my brain to its limit—reviewing the events that have occurred since my arrival in France. 


Yes... there are several troubling points. 


For starters, why did Ms. Kyoko accept a request from abroad that would obviously take more 
than a day to resolve? 


Although it was well disguised with talk of good payment or coming to shop for clothes, there 
must be some significant circumstances behind it. 


The identity of the client is also of concern. 


| considered the possibility that the "Lady Thief" and the client were the same person, but of 
course, there is also the possibility that they are not—conversely, as far as possibilities go, 
there's no concrete evidence that the person who robbed Ms. Kyoko of her memory is the "Lady 
Thief." It's not out of the question that a malicious client, having summoned Ms. Kyoko, is trying 
to get her to steal the Eiffel Tower before the "Lady Thief" does. 


My thoughts are not methodical, but there is no rule that human thoughts must always be 
methodical. The human heart is not a law; it's perfectly fine for it to be contradictory. 


However, if there is one certainty, it's that the existence of the letter of warning, which was 
reportedly submitted to the Paris police but we ultimately never saw, is playing a role in framing 
Ms. Kyoko as the thief. 


If it were not for the copied document she had written on her right arm, she would never have 
even thought of stealing the Eiffel Tower—normally, such an outlandish document should be 
dismissed as a prank meant to cause a stir, but looking at it from another angle, could that crime 
notice be not a challenge to the judicial system, but rather a means to invite Ms. Kyoko from 
Japan...? 


If the unidentified client had tailored Ms. Kyoko to be a phantom thief, then that crime notice 
could also serve as a pretext for the request... That being the case, it might seem absurdly 
circuitous, yet it's actually quite a direct concept—it's targeting Ms. Kyoko with pinpoint 
accuracy. 


This leads us to an unavoidable hypothesis that must be verified: the person who altered the 
memo is someone bearing a grudge against the forgetful detective. Not a pleasant hypothesis, 
but... 


Since Ms. Kyoko's memory resets every day, she forgets the details of each case, the tricks, 
and even the name of the culprit, yet the culprits, having been exposed by the detective, will 
never forget her—the risk of being resented is always there. 


Indeed, upon being followed from the airport, Ms. Kyoko first suspected me... suspecting the 
possibility of me being a culprit seeking revenge over the possibility of me being just a stalker. 


If the purpose of the "Lady Thief" or the client was not the theft of the Eiffel Tower itself, but 
rather a spiteful retaliation against Ms. Kyoko—then it's a hypothesis as vile as it sounds, 
lacking any semblance of the romance one might feel from the concept of "gentleman thief." 
However, with my limited intellect, after only a bit of verification, | could fortunately conclude that 
this line of reasoning seems thin. 


Of course, it's not possible to completely eliminate the possibility... If revenge was the goal, then 
the culprit who harbors a grudge against her would be attempting to tarnish her honor by 
framing her as a phantom thief, yet, right here in this room, Ms. Kyoko and the culprit have 
made contact. 


Ms. Kyoko has been lulled into sleep by some (gentle) means and her memo has been 
rewritten—this isn't speculation, it's a verified fact. 


That alone is unforgivable, yet, if revenge was the purpose, the culprit could have done anything 
during that time. 


An event that took place in a private room, unseen by anyone else—yet the culprit, ever the 
gentleman, has not harmed Ms. Kyoko in the slightest, instead achieving their goal in a most 
gentlemanly, or rather, thief-like manner. 


Even just considering this, it's clear that the culprit does not harbor any revengeful intent 
towards Ms. Kyoko—no, in fact, quite the opposite. 


It is precisely because the culprit holds her talents in high regard that they entrusted her with the 
enormous challenge of stealing the Eiffel Tower. 


The culprit knows Ms. Kyoko. 


And he didn't just know her at any point in time, but knows the one active overseas—the Ms. 
Kyoko who made her mark abroad. 


That's why they went to the trouble of crossing the sea, not sparing any pre-investment, to invite 
Ms. Kyoko—after all, if it were just about finding a master detective, there would be plenty of 
them in Europe. 


Well, perhaps not plenty... 


With such slightly overzealous reasoning in mind, | corrected my course when my cell phone 
vibrated, signaling the receipt of an email. 


Without looking at the screen, | knew it was a reply from Mr. Kondo, sent just after Ms. Kyoko 
had entered the bathroom. 


Considering the time difference, it was the wee hours of the morning in Japan, but the response 
was quick. Perhaps Mr. Kondo was also pulling an all-nighter on the other side of the world. 
Unlike me, an unemployed man, a capable man must be busy indeed. 


"Yakusuke. | fully support your judgment. 
Now is the time to trust in Ms. Okitegami's qualities as a detective. 


Regrettably, due to the nature of being a "Forgetful Detective," there is no objective evidence 
that she is a detective in Japan either. Considering the risk of her attitude souring by you 
presenting half-baked evidence, you should continue to play the role of the "thief's" assistant as 
you are. 


As for the question in the email, explaining about the "person resembling Ms. Kyoko" | once met 
abroad would hardly be meaningful. It may end up confusing not only Ms. Okitegami but also 
you. 


I'm sorry | can't be of more help. 
Instead, and | hesitate to call this advice, 


It seems you've once again landed the job of keeping Ms. Okitegami awake (congratulations on 
the employment!), and you were lamenting that the now-thief Ms. Kyoko does not seem to want 
to sleep. But you shouldn't give up there. 


Instead of just wishing that Ms. Okitegami would sleep, have you considered actively trying to 
put her to sleep? If Ms. Okitegami says she will steal the Eiffel Tower (no less!) by tomorrow, 
perhaps if you can put her to sleep before she acts, you may not resolve the case, but you could 
at least avoid the current dire situation. 


Of course, if you go through with this plan, Ms. Okitegami will forget the motive of the "Lady 
Thief" she is currently deducing as well, so I'm not necessarily recommending it. Just remember 
that such a method exists. Whether you execute it or not is your decision. 

| fully support whatever decision you make in that regard. 

PS. 


Delete this email. It would be problematic if Ms. Okitegami were to see it by any chance. 


Kondo" 


...AS someone who had been looking forward to the stories of Ms. Kyoko's time overseas, the 
content of this email from the capable man was somewhat disappointing, yet on the other hand, 
it provided a startlingly fresh idea that woke me up from any drowsiness. Following his 
instructions, | deleted the email. 


| see. 


| had been admiring the gentlemanly efficiency with which the culprit had put Ms. Kyoko to sleep 
in this room, but the idea of doing the same had been a complete blind spot for me. 


| had simply resigned to the idea that whether Ms. Kyoko sleeps or not is left entirely up to fate, 
but "putting her to sleep," huh... 


As an assistant whose job it is to keep Ms. Kyoko awake, sabotaging that would not just be 
slacking off, it would be an act of betrayal that could lead to more than just getting fired. 
However, when she awakens, Ms. Kyoko won't even remember hiring me (in fact, she might not 


even remember me at all)... Ah, but if the bare skin memo remains, it's back to square one... If | 
erase that... Maybe it will come off if washed in the bathroom... 


Until now, as someone who has kept watch by Ms. Kyoko's side, various criminals have tried all 
sorts of methods to put her to sleep. Even if | can't do it as smoothly as a gentleman thief, isn't it 
not entirely impossible? 


As much as it runs the risk of ruining the ongoing deduction, Mr. Kondo is not exactly 
recommending it, but it is a consideration that cannot be ignored. 


Having experienced the deductions of various detectives as a client or suspect, | should be able 
to imitate their deduction work, and now | find myself trying to trace the actions of the real 
criminals, which is rather ironic... It seems that on the other side of the world, everything truly 
gets turned upside down. 


Methods to put Ms. Kyoko to sleep. 


Violent means, naturally, are out of the question... The typical option would be sleeping pills, 
right? Of course, | didn't bring anything like that. Headache or cold medicines could possibly be 
used as substitutes, but unfortunately, | wasn't the well-prepared traveler who would bring such 
essentials all the way to France. 


Lullabies, alpha waves, 1/f fluctuations, boring videos, and even, in a more far-fetched sense, 
hypnotism—there are countless effective methods | could remember (and upon reflection, it's 
clear the Forgetful Detective has been put to sleep far too often), but when it comes to what | 
could actually execute right here and now, nothing comes to mind. 


Seemingly possible, yet not. 

Putting someone to sleep seems perhaps more difficult than keeping someone awake. 

The circumstances are far too different from the meticulous preparation of the thief who must 
have welcomed Ms. Kyoko into this room—it's almost enough to make me want to whine. While 
| could seek further wisdom from Mr. Kondo, the idea of involving him more than necessary, 


given he works in Japan, is not particularly appealing to me. 


What | mustn't forget is that this was a job originally taken on by the Otegami Detective 
Agency—confidentiality is of the utmost importance. 


The spread of information must be prevented as much as possible. 
Therefore, running to the Japanese embassy for help is out of the question—if it comes to it, | 


must not hesitate to resort to such a last-ditch effort, but the moment | do, Ms. Kyoko's 
reputation as a master detective will plummet. 


Kyoko Okitegami would truly cease to be a detective in any real sense. 
She only has today. 


Yet still, she must live on into tomorrow—it's imperative to avoid an outcome where, as a result, 
she ends up living as a thief. 


Mr. Kondo, knowing these circumstances, likely limited his support to the bare minimum—f | 
can overcome this on my own, | should do so. 


...Although, this resolve of mine might just be what the thief had intended all along. 

"The bath's ready. Please go ahead and take a sweat, Mr. Yakusuke." 

While | was in the midst of this, the bathroom door opened, and there appeared Ms. Kyoko, 
fresh from her bath—apparently, my profitless contemplation would end in an abrupt interruption 


here. 


Or rather, | was brought to a standstill by the sight of Ms. Kyoko in a negligee with puff sleeves 
adorned with frills, an outfit so stimulating it was downright hazardous to the eyes. 


So that's the sleepwear for today? 


No, wait, the origins of the negligee are supposedly French... but does Ms. Kyoko never wear 
the same sleepwear twice? 


Regardless, the negligee, which seemed almost entirely made of embroidery, was so sheer it 
might as well be considered translucent. Hence, the altered memo on her left arm, the copy of 
the crime notice on her right arm, and the pledge | wrote on her abdomen were all plainly 
visible. Seeing her whole body like this, it's almost to the level of body painting. 


"2 Is something the matter?" 

"No, it's fine... Then, I'll take a shower. If anything happens, please give a loud scream." 

| hurriedly swapped places with Ms. Kyoko, scrambling into the bathroom as if escaping. As an 
assistant, | might not be in a position to leisurely take a shower, but staying next to a sweaty 
man—whether you're a detective or a phantom thief—is hardly pleasant. 

Taking a shower right after Ms. Kyoko had used the bathroom was certainly tense... but | 


couldn't just go back to my room. Instead, | decided to make it quick—a "crow's bath" as we say 
in Japan, if you will. Though | shouldn't hope for it, there's a scenario where Ms. Kyoko, left 


alone, carelessly falls asleep while I'm washing off the sweat, which wouldn't be entirely 
unwelcome. 


It would be as if | had won a risky gamble. 


However, the notes written on Ms. Kyoko's body, exposed earlier, had not even smeared after 
bathing... Perhaps it was a magic pen intended for international travel, equipped with an ink 
much stronger than the standard oil-based type. 


Naturally, the same ink must have been used for the "phantom thief" words as well. 


If that's the case, even if Ms. Kyoko were to fall asleep due to a careless mistake, it wouldn't be 
easy to wipe away the altered part of her mnemonic notes. Usually, Ms. Kyoko uses ink that can 
be easily washed off for her notes, to avoid leaving a trail. The fact that she switched inks for an 
overseas trip at the invitation of an unknown client is evidence that she wasn't unguarded—but | 
have to admit that the phantom thief was one step ahead. 


Well, since he's gone to the lengths of mastering Ms. Kyoko's handwriting, he should also have 
prepared the same ink and a chemical solution that can remove the strong oil-based pen 
without damaging the skin—hmm. 


| don't know, | feel a bit stumped now... What could it be? No good, my head isn't working 
properly. My mind, momentarily awakened by reading an email from Mr. Kondo, feels like it's 
shutting down. 


Maybe | should just excuse myself to Ms. Kyoko and take a quick nap—it's a defeatist thought, 
but it's creeping in. Of course, | wouldn't go back to my room but use the bed in this room 
instead... Yet, even though that would keep me from leaving Ms. Kyoko alone, it would mean I'm 
hardly fulfilling my role as an assistant, and just mentioning it might get me fired. 


Good grief... I've been through all sorts of jobs and have been fired from all of them, but none 
were as tough as those from the Okitegami Detective Agency. 


With those thoughts, | tried to awaken my senses by taking a shower as hot as boiling water—I 
avoided the bath because sitting down might lull me to sleep—and then stepped out into the 
changing area. 

Ah, my head still isn't clear. 


A shower wasn't enough to refresh me. 


| was so flustered by the sight of Ms. Kyoko in her negligee that | rushed into the bathroom 
without my pajamas—those are in the trunk in my room. 


Even though I've washed myself, it seems | have no choice but to put the clothes | took off back 
on—well, even if they call it pajamas, it's not like I'm going to sleep, and | don't want to get too 
comfortable and become even sleepier. 


| tried to interpret this minor self-inflicted predicament positively and left the bathroom—Ms. 
Kyoko was lying on the bed. 


Could it be!? 
| rushed over reflexively. 


There's the nerve-wracking possibility that the gentleman thief had struck her while | was away 
or the more benign possibility that she had simply fallen asleep without me noticing. 


The gap between the former and the latter possibility was too wide, yet it was neither—although 
lying down, Ms. Kyoko had her eyes wide open. 


Noticing me, she said, 

"Oh, Mr. Yakusuke, that was a quick bath, wasn't it?" 

It felt like all the strength drained from my body. 

"| thought you had fallen asleep." 

"My apologies for worrying you. | was just lost in thought." 
"Lost in thought?" 


One could ponder without lying down in bed—I thought, but then again, | wouldn't mind at all if 
she had fallen asleep. That's the complicated part of my position. 


"The memories of 'today's me' begin from the moment | wake up in this bed. However, | wasn't 
dressed in this relaxed outfit, but rather in a cute, going-out dress, as if | were about to head out 
into the streets of Paris. | found that curious. So, | was trying to assume the same posture to 
think about it." 


Before | could ask, Ms. Kyoko answered my question—how sharp. Incredibly sharp. 
| earnestly wish she would continue deducing along those lines. 
| hope she can come to realize the possibility that someone may have put her to sleep against 


her will and the possibility that her memo was tampered with. Regrettably, since she possesses 
such keenness, it seems | must abandon the plan proposed by Mr. Kondo to actively put Ms. 


Kyoko to sleep. However, if in exchange for scrapping that idea, the detective fully finishes her 
deduction, I'd be happy. 


But to my vain hope, 
"Well, surely, | must have been tired from the long flight and accidentally fell asleep in my day 
clothes without changing. But more importantly, Mr. Yakusuke, you didn't change your clothes, 


did you?" 


Ms. Kyoko swiftly changed the topic, despite my clothes being the least "more importantly" thing 
at the moment. 


"Yes, well... | forgot to bring a change of clothes from my room." 

While | was disappointedly giving such a trivial explanation, Ms. Kyoko, still lying in bed, said 
with an exasperated tone, "But that doesn't mean you have to wear the same clothes. You're 
just going to take them off afterwards anyway." No, no, please spare me. Unlike the fashionable 
Ms. Kyoko, wearing the same clothes for two days in a row is nothing to me—huh? 

I'm just going to take them off afterwards anyway? 

"Well," 

Ms. Kyoko rolled over smoothly, drawing closer to me in an unguarded manner, and reached out 
her hand quite naturally—yet the eyes that languidly gazed at me belonged to that of a great 


phantom thief, one who never lets her prey escape. 


"Isn't it your job to make sure | don't fall asleep tonight?" 


Ch 2: Second Day 


The following day, Ms. Kyoko and | once again visited the Champ de Mars park and, already 
faced with a formed queue at that time, we finally managed to fulfill our wish to enter the interior 
of the Eiffel Tower. It was not by a funicular elevator, but rather, we rode the elevator installed 
inside the leg of the tower, ascending at an angle with a compelling forcefulness right from the 
start. 

| imagined retrofitting such a grand structure inside the leg must have been quite a challenge, 
but it turns out the elevator was incorporated into the tower right from the design phase—how 
marvelous. 


By the way, close to the leg with the elevator, there was a gleaming golden bust of Mr. Gustave 
Eiffel. 


1832-1923. 


He lived to the age of ninety-one... Considering the era, that must have been exceptionally 
long-lived. 


| wonder what kind of architect he was. 

“In those times in France, there was a tendency not to recognize iron towers as architectural 
structures. So, it would be more accurate to refer to him as an engineer rather than an 
architect,” Ms. Kyoko informed me. 

“Ah, | see... then, what kind of engineer was he?” 

“If | were to sum it up in one word, he was an eccentric oddball.” 


“Oddball...?” 


Well, considering he attempted to erect such a building in France, in Paris at that time, it would 
indeed make him an oddball... but shouldn't we refer to him as a great figure instead? 


“You will understand once we reach the top floor. Seeing is believing, after all—everything is 
about experience,” she said. 


With that, Ms. Kyoko got off the packed elevator, and | hastily followed her. 


The tower was so immense that, once inside, it was not only unclear where exactly you were 
within the tower, but also that you were inside of—it might not be the most appropriate analogy, 
but it felt like being swallowed into the innards of a tremendous monster. 


According to the illustrations, there are three observation decks inside the tower, and the part of 
the first observation deck we disembarked at was made up of the so-called "glass floor," which 
allowed us to look straight down—this must have been a recent addition, | presumed. |, being 
faint-hearted, couldn't even think of stepping on it, but Ms. Kyoko twirled around on the glass 
like a ballet dancer—truly impressive. 


The first observation deck was fifty-seven meters above the ground, the second at one hundred 
and fifteen meters, and the third observation deck at two hundred and seventy-six meters. 


By the time you reach the third observation deck, even those without a fear of heights might find 
the elevation chilling, and in this modern tower, it is unthinkable that one would be allowed 
outside at this height. Yet, there we were, exposed to the fierce winds, and naturally, the view 
was spectacular. 


Ms. Kyoko, having taken in the panoramic 360-degree view of Paris, muttered something rather 
ominous: 


“If possible, I'd like to take this entire scenery home with me.” 


Regrettably, | was unable to make her forget her realization from the previous night that she was 
a phantom thief. 


Furthermore, if one deeply interprets her remark, it could mean, "the Eiffel Tower shines only in 
conjunction with the city of Paris, and stealing just the tower would not retain its value," 
suggesting that Ms. Kyoko had not yet reached the answer to "why would a phantom thief 
attempt to steal the Eiffel Tower." 


In fact, the splendid view from the Eiffel Tower is not solely because of its high vantage 
point—similar to Kyoto, it could be there are height restrictions on buildings around the park, but 
anyhow, the townscape viewed from above is remarkably orderly. 


Especially beautiful is the radial pattern of roads around the Arc de Triomphe. 


It's a somewhat bitter story that the best views are seen from the Eiffel Tower, which once faced 
criticism for destroying the landscape... 


Nowadays, one might even think that the townscapes are controlled by rules to prevent the 
destruction of the view from the Eiffel Tower. 


Kyoko's fashion today seemed to be chosen with foresight, knowing she would be on glass and 
blown by the wind: skinny jeans paired with a warm, fluffy sweater on top. Not only was it stylish, 
but the coordination was so suited to the environment, she truly looked like a local. 


However, French nationals, Parisians, or Parisiennes probably wouldn't observe the Eiffel Tower 
so closely—whether it was from the first, second, or third observation deck, Kyoko was 
captivated not only by the overwhelming scenery but also keenly appreciated the structure of 
the tower itself. 


It's endearing to see her as an ardent fan of the Eiffel Tower, but when viewing it all as a 
reconnaissance by a phantom thief, it's nerve-wracking—the thrill remains even after accounting 
for the altitude. It's adorable when the petite Kyoko does it, but if | were to do the same, it 
wouldn't have been strange for a security guard to give me a warning for meandering around. 


Or even handcuff me. 
"Hmm. Hmhm." 


Kyoko read every little explanatory note posted around—naturally in French—without skipping a 
beat. 


| didn't get the information | was expecting from Mr. Kondo, so | have no way of knowing how 
extensive Kyoko's international experience is, but language barriers seem to be practically 
non-existent for her. 


No wonder she's good with codes. 


"Yes. At tourist spots, | like to read the explanatory texts written in various languages laterally. 
It's like reading a translated novel and the original at the same time." 


For someone like me, who barely understands Japanese, enjoying it like decoding the Rosetta 
Stone is out of the question—wasn't the Rosetta Stone in the Louvre Museum? 


No, that's not right, it's in the British Museum. The Louvre Museum has the Mona Lisa and the 
Venus de Milo. I've seen them in movies and textbooks, but the real thing must be different. 


The Eiffel Tower is amazing, but since we've come all the way to Paris, | would have liked to 
visit the Louvre Museum and the Arc de Triomphe as well... However, it doesn't seem like Kyoko 
plans to follow such a mainstream course for the time being. Rather, she seems ready to start 
her second round inside the Eiffel Tower. 


Even if it's reconnaissance by a phantom thief, the dedication to her work is something to look 
up to—an idiom not typically used within such a tall tower. 


All you can see when you look up is the tip of the tower... Are they really letting us climb all the 
way to this point? 


But if | could divert Kyoko's rare concentration in another direction, it might be a breakthrough, 
so | tried my luck and asked, 


"Ms. Kyoko, is there anywhere in France you would like to visit within this expansive view from 
here—or even in places we can't see from here?" 


"Like the Palais Garnier or Mont Saint-Michel. Versailles Palace is also in France, right? The 
South of France is said to have a completely different atmosphere from here and is supposed to 
be enjoyable." 

| was completely relying on guidebook knowledge, trying pathetically to pique Kyoko's interest. 
"Mr. Garnier and Mr. Eiffel were rivals, weren't they?" 


No good, huh? Even asking on a whim was no good. Her concentration didn't waver. 


"S-Speaking of which, you can take just one train from France, cross the sea, and go to 
England. How about it, a courtesy visit to the country of Sherlock Holmes?" 


"A courtesy visit? What are you talking about, Mr. Yakusuke. Detectives are the enemy, aren't 
they?" 


Kyoko looked back at me with a puzzled expression—perhaps that was a slip of the tongue. 


Even hearing the renowned name of Sherlock Holmes, Ms. Kyoko stuck to her memo—it's 
impressive. 


"N-No, | mean, as part of the phantom thieves, naturally, we must show respect to our worthy 
adversaries," | explained. 


"Hmm. That's true. Without detectives, a phantom thief's brilliance would never shine," she 
replied. 


It seemed that she was satisfied with my desperate explanation, for the time being. 
However, regarding the tourist spots | listed, 


"If Mr. Yakusuke would like to see them, we can tour them after work. I'll guide you," she said, 
with a distinctly cool response. 


It was as if she had already visited these iconic landmarks, such as the Eiffel Tower which | had 
just mentioned... despite the detective part of her having forgotten. 


Was this the Ms. Kyoko from before she became a detective? 

In any other situation, | would have liked to delve deeper into this, but—well, there's also a 
strong feeling of fear in learning about it. So in a way, I'm relieved that | don't have to touch upon 
that delicately thin secret. 

"Don't look so downcast. If you insist, let's wrap up the inspection here and at least enjoy a 
French-style lunch," she suggested, interpreting my dejected expression in her own way 
(downcast?). Given that | had hardly eaten breakfast in anticipation of lining up for the elevator, | 
was honestly grateful for the invitation. 


But my moment of joy was short-lived. 


The completion of our inspection inside the tower meant that the preliminary survey was over—if 
so, the theft could soon take place. 


Despite my flippant remark about her being a "thief of the century,” the theft of the Eiffel Tower, 
big as it is—viewed from below or afar or within—, with its unimaginable total weight, would 
indeed be a grand crime worthy of the title. 


A gigantic crime. 


And to think she plans to execute it with such speed... The only hope | can cling to now is that 
Ms. Kyoko still hasn't deduced "why she aims to steal the Eiffel Tower." 


As long as that remains unclear, even the thief of the century shouldn't commit the crime of the 
century... However, this belief was naive. 


"Even after finishing the preliminary survey, | still don't understand why | targeted the Eiffel 
Tower," Ms. Kyoko said casually as she headed for the elevator. 


The line for the return elevator was substantial. 


"Well, it doesn't matter. Let's think about it after the theft." 


2 


Such swift policy reversals were not uncommon in her fastest detective days, and for a regular 
like Ms. Kyoko, it's nothing surprising. However, wanting to stop Ms. Kyoko from engaging in 


illegal activities at all costs, | stubbornly insisted, "It's not good to put it off. We need to find the 
answer first," trying to buy time, but to no avail. 


Perhaps Ms. Kyoko allowed herself to think of the reason after the theft because the target was 
the Eiffel Tower. The tower, which at the time of construction was not intended to be stolen and 
is fulfilling its role as a radio tower—the rationale can be thought of later, a generous affirmation 
that can be obtained here. 


If that were the case, | would have no choice but to resent Mr. Gustave Eiffel, the architect (or 
engineer)—by the way, before ascending the tower, Ms. Kyoko had bowed in front of his 
bust—was that her way of greeting him, as if to say, "I will now take your creation"? 


"The construction of the Eiffel Tower was rushed to match the schedule of the World's Fair. | 
heard it was quite a rushed job. Considering the technology of the time, its completion at that 
speed was nothing short of a miracle." 

"Hmm..." 


"You could say he is the fastest architect there is. | offer my utmost congratulations." 


| would have preferred for her to congratulate him as the fastest detective rather than as the 
fastest phantom thief, but setting that aside. 


If we're talking about matters for congratulation, it seems that not only Ms. Kyoko but also |, 
Yakusuke Kakushidate, share something in common with Mr. Eiffel. 


This is a story that took place after the tower was built. Apparently, Mr. Eiffel was once accused 
of a crime he didn't remember committing—fortunately, he was ultimately able to prove his 
innocence, but it seems that such incidents have occurred all over the world throughout history. 


However, just because we have this (not particularly joyous) point in common doesn't mean | 
feel any closer to him. That's because, after climbing to the top floor, it became clear why Ms. 
Kyoko had called Mr. Eiffel not a great man, but an eccentric. 


Indeed, seeing is believing. 


On the top floor of the Eiffel Tower, there is a polygonal room, and it turns out Mr. Eiffel lived 
there—owning a private space with a view three hundred meters above ground. 


Now, inside that room, which is high but not spacious and hardly seems comfortable, a wax 
figure is displayed instead of a bust. 


According to Ms. Kyoko, another wax figure placed opposite Mr. Eiffel represents the "great 
man" and King of Inventors, Edison, who came to visit the owner of the room—what kind of 
story might have unfolded there? 


In those times, a man like that would have been a heretic, and even now, he would still be 
considered one. 


It might be the same with novels; the work and the author are separate entities. However, to 
steal a structure built by such a person seems to be an increasingly difficult task—especially 
when it's made of steel. 


We slipped into a quaint open café by the Seine, which had been in business since before the 
construction of the Eiffel Tower, and decided to have an early lunch—thinking that it might be 
our last meal made it hard to truly savor French cuisine. 


It was not an exaggeration. 


No matter how much we looked for things in common with Kyoto, this was not Japan. In fact, the 
police officers seen on the street corners were armed with machine guns—f the theft failed, the 
consequences could be more severe than just an arrest. Even in Japan, say someone tried to 
steal the Tokyo Tower, the Metropolitan Police would not hesitate to use rifle fire. 


This was a problem. 
That being the case, I'm starting to feel a bit burned out, like it would be better if she succeeded. 
No kidding, if Ms. Kyoko messed up and got shot by a police officer, I'd still rather she made a 


name for herself as a villain. 


| deeply respect Ms. Kyoko as the Forgetful Detective, but | can't bring myself to wish for her to 
choose death over losing her honor as a detective by becoming a criminal. 


Can | even think such a thing? 
If it comes to that, well, as her assistant, | suppose I'd stick with her through thick and thin, 
continuing to work under Ms. Kyoko as the phantom thief's assistant—assuming | don't get fired 


over a false charge... 


"What's wrong? Mr. Yakusuke, you seem to be giving off a solemn vibe. That won't do. You can't 
go around looking so distressed this early in the morning." 


While starting to eat her sandwich of ham and eggs, Ms. Kyoko asked with a puzzled 
look—unaweare of her assistant's heartache. 


But Ms. Kyoko shouldn't be indulging in wine from the morning herself... At this rate, more than 
a heavy drinker, she'd be considered a drunkard. 


"In France, wine is like water." 
"What kind of country is that? Is it like Ehime Prefecture?" 


"If my memory serves me right, the idea that the water in Ehime Prefecture is orange juice is 
supposed to be an urban legend..." 


With such conversations, our spirits were somewhat lifted, and | too began to eat my cheese 
quiche—thieves can't steal on an empty stomach, can they? 


Of course, | haven't given up yet. 

First and foremost, it's not even a matter of success or failure; the question is whether there is a 
strategy to steal the Eiffel Tower or not. From this location across the Seine River, the Eiffel 
Tower looms at such an angle that it demands to be looked up at. How, indeed, does the 
Forgetful Thief plan to steal it? 

It's about time to make that clear. 

"Of course | have a plan," 

Ms. Kyoko declared. 

"| knew how to steal this treasure from the very beginning." 

That's the line | wanted to hear when she was in her detective mode. 

However, it's often the case that Ms. Kyoko, even in her forgetful detective persona, isn't truly 
aware of the truth of the case when she says, "I knew the truth of this case from the very 
beginning,” as a matter of her aesthetic as a master detective. Far from knowing from the 


beginning, it's not impossible that she's making it up as she goes along even now. 


The difference from her detective times is that | desperately hope her decisive statement is a 
bluff... but is it? 


"Is that so? As expected of Ms. Kyoko. The great female thief who strides across the world, 
unrivaled in concocting tricks; you are truly the epitome of that description," 


| say, trying to ingratiate myself. 


"So, what method will it be? As your assistant, | must know that much, or | won't be able to help 
you smoothly." 


Even though calling myself an assistant is a stretch—I'm just there to keep her company, 
someone who could be easily replaced by an alarm clock—I decided to ride the momentum. 


Instead of saying something mischievous like, "You'll enjoy seeing the results," Ms. Kyoko says, 
"Then, let me explain it in order. | have been making too much of a fuss over it for my taste." 
And with that, she looked toward the Eiffel Tower. 

"A tower with a total height of three hundred twenty-four meters. It seems difficult to calculate 
the exact total weight, but by estimation, it would be about seven thousand seven hundred 
seventy-seven tons. Therefore, it would be nearly impossible to lift it, even with the most 
elaborate heavy machinery." 


"Yes, that's true," 


| say, without needing her to logically explain the impossibility of it all (seven thousand seven 
hundred seventy-seven tons!?), but | commit to playing the role of the listener. 


"But, it's the challenge of that impossibility that's so thrilling, isn't it?" 

Ms. Kyoko says something thief-like. 

| continue to play the listener. 

"Why | decided to steal the Eiffel Tower is not clear due to my nature as the Forgetful Thief, but 
when | woke up in the hotel room and read the contents of the crime notice written on my right 
arm, | instantly had roughly three ideas." 

"T-Three ideas?" 

This wasn't acting; | was genuinely impressed. 

The "letter of warning" on the right arm was written by her, but it's actually a copy—there's no 
involvement whatsoever from "yesterday's Ms. Kyoko". Yet, she came up with three ways to 
steal the Eiffel Tower immediately after reading it—such excessive deductive power could also 


be considered a sin in a sense. 


Being so smart is something worth pondering. 


That's presumably why the "Lady Thief" chose Ms. Kyoko—if it were me, even if | convinced 
myself | was a thief, | doubt I'd have a single flash of inspiration. As a result, | would realize that 
I'm not a thief, which makes this situation all the more ironic. 

"That's a comprehensive deduction, typical of yours, Ms. Kyoko," 

"Comprehensive deduction... 'deduction'?" 


"N-No. | meant comprehensive pickpocketing. That's what | said." 


"Being referred to as a pickpocket sounds like a minor theft, which lacks that feeling of being a 
master thief. Please praise me in a way that's befitting of a greater criminal." 


It's tricky when she asks to be praised, but it seems that | managed to deflect it somehow. 
Perhaps the fact that pickpocketing is rampant in tourist areas worked in my favor. 


"So, which one of the three ideas will you use?" 


Hearing that, | harbored a faint hope that perhaps | could work out a means of preventing it, and 
| was impatient, yet Ms. Kyoko was calm, ladling pumpkin soup as she said, 


"Well, yes. I've pretty much decided what to do, but | would like to hear your opinion, Mr. 
Yakusuke, it might be a good reference." 


Her pace was so leisurely it was almost exasperating. 


She pursues speed but is never in a hurry—it feels like we're in a lunch meeting, but in reality, 
we're conspiring to commit an unthinkable crime. 


"Then, | will present the first plan. Please allow me. Thank you in advance." 


With a bow from her, | was inadvertently compelled to return the gesture, saying "Likewise"—it's 
becoming more and more like a meeting. 


"The first plan. | call it, the ‘Dismemberment Murder Strategy'." 
Not the most tranquil name for a strategy. 
Even if "phantom thief" was a term we had gotten engulfed in just as of yesterday, it was a bit of 


a misnomer-the unwritten rule should be that a thief like that, though an unethical criminal, has 
his own aesthetic and therefore does not engage in murder. 


Lupin the Third also says he doesn't resort to murder or lay a finger on the money of good 
people. And the Fiend with Twenty Faces, when he finds young Kobayashi in a pinch, says 
‘Well, I'm not planning to kill you,’ trying to help—Ms. Kyoko, an avid mystery reader, must 
surely know this, even if she's not a detective now. 


With trepidation, | listened intently to the details of the "Dismemberment Murder Strategy." 
"As I've said before, when it comes to stealing the Eiffel Tower, the issue is its size, and then its 
weight. Moreover, we must not forget that it's exposed to the public eye regardless of day or 


night." 


Even when it's spoken by the Forgetful Thief, it feels the same as if said by the Forgetful 
Detective. 


But it's true. 


No matter if the Eiffel Tower were one-tenth or one-hundredth of its current size, if the number of 
tourists gathered for it doesn't change, then stealing it wouldn't be any easier. 


Aside from the regular security measures, it's like being guarded by a multitude of watchmen 
around the clock—the Mona Lisa at the Louvre may be small enough for one person to carry, 


but could you steal it under the public's watchful eye? Impossible, just the same. 


For a criminal act, it's best not to be witnessed, but there isn't a single minute in the twenty-four 
hours of the day when the Eiffel Tower isn't in sight. 


"It's as if, without spending money, we've hired security guards from around the world to stand 
guard permanently. It seems like a tough task to pull the wool over their eyes." 


Ms. Kyoko chuckled, "*Giggle*." 

Apparently, she was picturing how big the wool would have to be in this scenario. 

"That's where the ‘Dismemberment Murder Strategy’ comes in." 

"You mean to dismember the tourists?" 

It would indeed be a crime on a much larger scale than pickpocketing tourists, but it likely isn't 
something to be praised—Ms. Kyoko's face seemed to recoil as she raised her voice, "Of 


course not!" 


It was rare for Ms. Kyoko to raise her voice so boldly in public—good, it seems the unwritten rule 
of the "thief" is firmly engraved in her very core. 


However, the idea proposed was still an outrageous one. 

"We're going to disassemble the Eiffel Tower." 

"Eh?" 

"We'll disassemble the Eiffel Tower, cut it into as small pieces as possible, and transport each 
piece individually—if possible, down to a size that can fit into a pocket. That way, even if there 
are witnesses or security cameras, ‘pulling the wool over their eyes' won't be so difficult." 
"...Won't be, so difficult?" 

Well, it is difficult, but certainly, relatively less difficult. 

If one were to say, it's a strategy of transporting the Eiffel Tower not all at once, but little by 


littte—indeed, the rather ominous operation name of "Dismemberment Murder" makes sense in 
that context. 


In detective novels featuring dismemberment murders, there are generally two patterns: one 
where the victim was deeply resented, and another where the human corpse was too heavy to 
move in one piece and needed to be made more manageable for transportation. In this case, 
we're imagining the latter scenario. 


It would need some welding, but then again, it's a tower of iron, so perhaps one could melt and 
transport it... 


"But even if you steal it little by little, trying not to get caught by tourists or security cameras, 
you'll definitely be noticed eventually, right?" 


If a single screw is missing, it may go unnoticed or ignored, but if an entire pillar is missing, or a 
pane from the glass floor, such obvious abnormalities—it's all over when the theft progresses to 
such an extent. 

No matter how skillfully the Eiffel Tower is transported, it's not like in a classic slapstick comedy; 
it's impossible for a convenient plot twist where no one notices the tower has completely 


vanished from the park. 


"Yes. That's why, of course, we leave identical parts in place of the ones we've stolen. When we 
take a screw, we insert a replacement screw in its place." 


"...50, you mean to say, you're placing a fake in the relevant spot without being noticed?" 


"It's not accurate to call ita fake. As a part, it's genuine." 


In that case, instead of naming it "Dismemberment Murder Strategy," wouldn't it be more 
appropriate to call it "Ship of Theseus Strategy"? 


It's like the old tale of a ship that has been repaired and sailed for many years, with none of the 
original parts remaining, all of them having been renewed, and yet it's still called the same ship. 


Or perhaps it could be likened to human cells. Human cells are replaced entirely every ten 
years, but can we say that the person from ten years ago and the person ten years later are the 
same individual? It's a philosophical question that seems like a thought experiment prioritizing 
logic, yet once you start to ponder it even lightly, you can find yourself thinking quite deeply. 


If one were to mention it, even the Eiffel Tower we see now isn't the same as when it was built 
over a hundred years ago. The glass floor must have been made recently, and there are surely 
many other places that have been repaired, refurbished, improved, and renewed. Even the 
antennas were added when it transitioned from a mere tower to a radio tower—can we truly say 
that these parts were part of Mr. Eiffel's original Eiffel Tower, or not? 


It's complicated. 
The Todai-ji temple in Japan was burned down, and when it got rebuilt, it's certainly not the 
same Todai-ji as before, but if one thinks that what matters is the faith in Todai-ji, it will not be 


the same as before, but our feelings may become even stronger. 


Should we then interpret that the Eiffel Tower, which has continued uninterrupted for over a 
hundred years, has always been and should always be considered "the Eiffel Tower"? 


Should it be preserved as such? 

If so, the strategy of disassembling such a tower and secretly (or brazenly) replacing it piece by 
piece is audacious to the point of leaving one speechless, truly characteristic of a phantom 
thief's handiwork. 

Even if practical issues arise, such as where to assemble the disassembled Eiffel Tower and 
where to store the massive number of parts until then, it would brilliantly achieve the challenge 
of stealing a large and heavy landmark while unnoticed by the public. 


The only flaw, if one exists. 


"What do you think? Mr. Yakusuke. Do you think this ‘Dismemberment Murder Strategy’ could 
work?" 


"| have a question." 


"Whatever you wish." 

"How long will this splendid strategy take to complete?" 
"At the shortest estimate, about two hundred years." 
"Then | think it won't do." 


Won't the Eiffel Tower celebrate its 300th anniversary in the midst of carrying out the mission? 
How many times will the Expo have been held in the meantime? 


"If that's the case, you're not becoming the fastest phantom thief at all, Ms. Kyoko. Do you 
intend to call yourself the slow and skillful phantom thief from now on?" 


"But, this is just an estimate for the two of us, me and Mr. Yakusuke. If all Japanese people, 130 
million of us, were to take on the challenge, the timeline could be significantly compressed." 


"Before that happens, there will be a war between Japan and France." 

Or rather, it would undoubtedly turn the entire world against us without room for excuses. It 
could be the spark for World War Ill. In that case, it will be the land of Japan that will be torn 
apart... how terrifying. 

"Hehehe. Well, it's just a preliminary idea. I've merely presented a rough concept that has plenty 
of room for refinement, as clearly as the Eiffel Tower itself. Please think of it as nothing more 
than a brainstorming session." 


"Huuh. Brainstorming, you say?" 


It is supposed to refer to meetings held under the rule that you are not allowed to disagree with 
the other person's opinion, but is it also forbidden to butt in? 


However, although it was an idea that seemed like a joke, it was true that it gave even a slight 
sense of reality to the theft of the Eiffel Tower, which had been indisputably impossible to 
discuss. 


"Then, please let me hear your second and third proposals." 


"Of course. By the way, the first proposal was based on the motive that 'l wanted the Eiffel 
Tower itself." 


serie es 


"Due to being the ‘forgetful phantom thief,’ | have literally forgotten, but the way | steal the 
treasure would change depending on why I'm targeting the Eiffel Tower. So | wanted to clarify 
my motive first, but well, let's just say I'm using a shotgun approach." 


Indeed, Ms. Kyoko had initially been particular about that order—ultimately, she prioritized 
speed and decided to think about the "motive" after the theft. However, her quick switch 
suggests that she had prepared a number of patterns to handle the theft, regardless of what the 
forgotten motive was. 


But what could be the motive if it's not "wanting the Eiffel Tower itself"? 


"The second proposal is based on the motive that 'l wanted the effect that stealing the Eiffel 
Tower would bring.” 


"...Like, returning Paris to its original landscape, or something of that sort?" 


"Yes, for example, that kind of motive. Although, given that Paris currently has the 210-meter tall 
Montparnasse Tower, stealing just the Eiffel Tower would hardly be enough to bring back the 
nostalgic scenery." 


She shrugged her shoulders as if joking around. 


The Montparnasse Tower... perhaps the imposing high-rise building that could be seen in the 
distance from the observation deck of the Eiffel Tower. Indeed, it was a skyscraper that seemed 
to be treated much like the old Eiffel Tower—a testament that the human desire to build tall 
towers continues even now. 


And it wasn't limited to the Montparnasse Tower, there were corners of the stone-built town 
around the tower that looked like a futuristic city, not to mention the controversial glass pyramid 
in front of the Louvre Museum. To steal all of that would mean the scale of the operation would 
become unmanageably large. 

"The second proposal. Entitled the ‘Eiffel Tower Disappearance Trick Strategy.” 

The name of the strategy, which leans towards a detective novel, makes one think that Ms. 
Kyoko is, after all, a detective. The question is how to make her realize that. It would be best if 
she came to that realization on her own, but that seems unlikely—she seems to be in a good 
mood talking about it, so for now, I'll continue to listen to what she calls her preliminary ideas. 
™Disappearance’... you say? That's an unfamiliar term to me." 


In truth, I'm tired of hearing it. 


Having experienced such incidents time and time again, as a suspect. 


"Well, if | were to put it another way, this is akin to a magic trick." 
"Magic trick?" 


"Not to steal the Eiffel Tower, but to make the Eiffel Tower disappear. To those on the receiving 
end—the French Republic, the French people, and tourists flocking from all around the world—it 
would be the same thing, wouldn't it?" 


The same thing—indeed. 


Of course, the crime charged would change and, for the thief, it's a completely different act, but 

for the victims, if it's gone from their possession, it feels much the same whether it was stolen or 
lost. Like the shock of losing a wallet is quite different from the shock of having it stolen, but the 

amount of loss suffered is the same... something like that. 


As it was mentioned earlier (including the footnote about Montparnasse Tower, but let's set that 
aside), if "restoring the Paris skyline" is the goal of the "Lady Thief," then "stealing the Eiffel 
Tower" and "making the Eiffel Tower disappear" would lead to a similar outcome. 


If anything, it's like stealing the symbol of the Eiffel Tower right out of everyone's hearts—that in 
itself is quite thievish. 


It's not specific, but it feels like "disappearing" something is slightly less difficult than "stealing" 
it... 


"Yes, after all, you wouldn't have to worry about where to store it. That's a real concern for the 
thief of the century. Where to manage the stolen treasures—usually, they'd have some 
grandiose hideout. Like Arséne Lupin III, or the Fiend with Twenty Faces." 


‘| wonder what I'm doing in that case, huh? Perhaps I've built a building equipped with the latest 
security,’ Ms. Kyoko almost hit the nail on the head with her guess. Why can't she apply that 
intuition to her own job title? 


But anyway, that's it. 


That answers the question of where you would display the stolen Eiffel Tower. It's like the 
anticlimactic story of taking out a loan to buy your dream car, only to find out the monthly 
parking fee is higher than the car payment—far from the romantic notion of a thief, but a real 
problem that can't be avoided. This second option, which resolves that issue, is superior to the 
first. 


But of course, while that difficulty is reduced, there's an increased difficulty elsewhere—first of 
all, what does "disappear" even mean? Isn't it just the same as dismantling, just worded 
differently? | think it would inevitably take time, regardless... 


"As you pointed out. However, in the past, great illusionists have managed to make massive 
structures disappear successfully." 


"But that's because there was a trick—" 
That's acceptable, isn't it? It's part of being a thief. 


But, usually (probably always), these "massive structures" that were made to disappear by such 
cases were returned to their original state afterward. 


If the motive is discussed, the goal of the illusionists was to amaze the audience, so bringing 
back the structure after making it disappear doubles the surprise—naturally, if it stayed 
disappeared, they would face public outcry for obvious reasons. 

Wait, isn't this a good idea? 

| can't exactly recommend committing a crime to the detective Ms. Kyoko, but if it's presented as 
a magic trick, it might just fall within an acceptable range—as a prank from a "just for fun" thief, 
it might pass. 

How exactly to use a trick to make the Eiffel Tower disappear—literally "disappear" and "reveal" 
it—remains uncertain, and perhaps that's part of the excitement to look forward to. However, 
considering the past successes of illusionists, if Ms. Kyoko puts her gray cells to full use, she'll 
probably be able to come up with some disappearing trick. 

When it came to this, it was rather something to look forward to. 

How on earth would Ms. Kyoko make the Eiffel Tower disappear? 


"Right? Isn't it just the best?!" 


| unintentionally raised my voice and stood up from the table—receiving curious glances from 
other customers and the waitstaff, | hurriedly sat back down. 


Then, under my breath, | said, "Right? Isn't it just the best?" in a hushed tone. 


"It's totally befitting of a phantom thief, don't you think? The plan you have in your mind is this 
one, isn't it?" 


Because she spoke that way, | had completely thought that Ms. Kyoko had prepared her real 
gambit for the third plan, but who would have thought she'd throw such a feint, giving us a 
tasteful performance? 


"Hmm. The ‘Eiffel Tower Disappearance Trick Strategy’ is a limited plan that can only be used 
with the goal of not actually 'stealing’, but making people believe it was 'stolen’, right?" 


Huh? 
Somehow Ms. Kyoko doesn't seem enthusiastic. 
Wasn't it her favorite plan? 


"No, | won't say it's not my favorite since | proposed it. It's peaceful, after all. And the idea of 
casually returning the stolen treasure is also quite in line with a phantom thief's aesthetics, | 
suppose. But | just don't think I'm the kind of person with such bad taste who enjoys surprising 
people." 


| don't know what to say about that. 


No, it's not that Ms. Kyoko lacks such a mischievous side, but rather, she's not the type of 
trickster to set up such a large-scale prank. 


As a professional detective, she's more businesslike—even if she recognizes herself as a thief, 
her motivation doesn't seem to align with her own reason and emotions. 


That's right. 


"lam Kyoko Okitegami. A phantom thief." While that identity, no matter how romantic, is 
acceptable as it's mere information, "wanting to surprise people" or, well, "wanting to revert the 
Paris landscape to its old form" is an emotional issue, and she has more trouble coming to 
terms with that—if she thought a step further from there, she might come to the conclusion that 
she isn't a thief, but it seems she believes too strongly in the information she leaves written for 
herself. 


Then, it's my place to push the hesitant Ms. Kyoko forward—to push the back of the phantom 
thief. 


To promote that peaceful plan. 


"So... | thought | was more of a person interested only in money... my favorite book was 
supposed to be my bank book... if | stole the Eiffel Tower, | was the type of person who would 
think of nothing but selling it worth its height in gold..." 

"What foolishness are you spouting? Kyoko Okitegami is a righteous thief." 

"A righteous thief, huh?" 

"Yes. 'Money is just numbers once it exceeds a certain amount' was your catchphrase." 


"That's so cool..." 


"You may have forgotten because you are the ‘forgetful phantom thief’, but you often said before 
that you wanted to see the smiles of children when they realize the Eiffel Tower is gone." 


"That sounds like a good line, but do you think that would really make the children smile?" 


Ms. Kyoko was still dubious, but she seemed to concede, albeit not fully convinced, "Well, 
maybe that's just how it is. After all, it's hard to understand oneself, isn't it?" 


Feeding falsehoods to someone with memory loss makes what I'm doing not so different from 
the "Lady Thief," but if it's to protect Ms. Kyoko, | can't afford to care about appearances. 


Also, there's another good point to this second plan: among the gallery that will witness the 
disappearance trick, the "Lady Thief" herself will likely be included—even if she's currently fled 
outside of France, human nature would prompt her to witness the scene if Ms. Kyoko were 
really to "steal" the Eiffel Tower. And not just looking at the tower from afar. 


It is a little different from the law that the real culprit always returns to the scene of the crime, but 
if it means we can lure out the "true culprit" of this case, known as the "Lady Thief," then the 
magic show must be held at all costs. 


The magic show of the century by the century's greatest phantom thief. 


Normally, being an accomplice to a thief is something one would avoid at all costs, even if it 
meant getting flogged for it, but if it’s as a magician's assistant, then I'd gladly take on the role. 


"So, Ms. Kyoko. It looks like we have decided on the second idea, the 'Eiffel Tower 
Disappearance Trick Strategy.” 


"Yes... Oh, but, Mr. Yakusuke. Don't you want to ask me about the specific method, and what 
about the third idea, the 'Double Role, Third Strategy'?" 


"| don't need to ask! Please save it for the children of the future!" 


"Do | seem like someone who loves children that much...?" 

"Yes! Everything you steal is for the sake of the children!" 

| insisted—asserted—with momentum to push through the second idea, trying to show a strong, 
unwavering will by deliberately not asking about the details of the second and third ideas 


(‘Double Role, Third Strategy'?). It seems my attempt was successful as, 


"| understand. Well, the motive for the third idea is somewhat philosophical, or rather, it appeals 
to the spiritual side... but if you insist so much, Mr. Yakusuke." 


Ms. Kyoko seemed to have cast aside her hesitations. 


| felt a wave of relief, but looking back, it was perhaps my greatest mistake during my stay in 
France. A blunder more massive and heavier than the Eiffel Tower itself. 


Everyone makes mistakes. 

| make them as a matter of course, and so does Ms. Kyoko. 

If being put to sleep in the room was a mistake, then, on reflection, the very fact that the 
Forgetful Detective came to France was an incalculable mistake—she, whose memory resets 


every day, should have considered the risks of stepping out of her territory more deeply. 


Well, that doesn’t mean that my biggest mistake just disappears (a vanishing trick? }—and just 
when | thought that, the stylish café waitress also made a mistake. 


After the meal, when delivering the ordered dessert wine to Ms. Kyoko, the waitress slipped and 
spilled the glass. 


As a result, a fairly large stain appeared on Ms. Kyoko's clothes. Of course, the latter is not the 
type to harshly scold a waitress who is profusely apologizing, 


"It's alright. | was just about to feel like wanting some new clothes anyway," 
she replied with a smile. Of course, in French. 


The frequency of her changing clothes is about double that in Japan—in this case, though it was 
unavoidable, the waitress's blunder must have been a good excuse for Ms. Kyoko. 


A much-anticipated shopping time. 


The plan of action had been firmly decided, and it might have been with the feeling of refreshing 
her mood and switching things up that she wanted to change clothes. 


So, after finishing lunch, Ms. Kyoko and | entered a famous brand shop near Place Venddéme, a 
bit away from the Eiffel Tower and the Champs-Elysées, one even | knew the name of, despite 
not being familiar with fashion. 


It was a store completely dedicated to women, and | felt incredibly out of place (although they 
did sell men's clothes, they were of such sharply designed styles that | could not pull them off), 
but | suppose if one cannot accompany a woman shopping in such a store, one can never claim 
to be a Parisian. 


Not that | want to claim to be one. 

By the way, whether it's because it's Paris, the capital of fashion, or because it's Ms. Kyoko, the 
clothes were eye-wateringly expensive—would she bill these as necessary expenses to the 
client? 

Ah, no, no. 

Ms. Kyoko now seems to have completely forgotten about the existence of the client, probably 
assuming all expenses are out of her own pocket... But then again, if one is seen donning new 
attire every day (or every half-day in France), it's no wonder that she's developed a reputation 
among some as being quite stingy with money. 

Regardless, Ms. Kyoko looks truly happy as she selects her "criminal" outfit while Keeping up a 
lively conversation with the shop clerk. | can't make out what they're talking about, but even if it 
were in Japanese, | suspect it would be a flurry of incomprehensible fashion terms. 

I'm increasingly feeling out of place. 

But then again... there was also the matter of the client. 

Even if we successfully lure the "Lady Thief" with the disappearing trick magic show, if the 
identity of the client remains a mystery, Ms. Kyoko can't even bill for her fee, let alone her 


expenses. 


The most tragic scenario would be if, as expected, the "Lady Thief" and the client were the 
same person. In that case, Ms. Kyoko would end up working for nothing. 


Not just for nothing, but at a significant loss. 


Well, maybe the fact that I'm even considering profits and losses means I've got a bit more 
mental breathing room now... Since Ms. Kyoko became the "Forgetful Thief," there's hardly 
been a moment's rest, but it seems we're finally on the verge of a breakthrough—though if | let 
my guard down, exhaustion (and sleepiness) might come crashing down on me all at once. 


| mustn't get careless; | need to push through a little longer. 


"Mr. Yakusuke, I'm going to try this on. If the size is fine, I'll wear it home, so please wait for a 
bit." 


Trying on clothes and wearing them home... That's a fresh way to buy clothes. What happens to 
the tags? Perhaps the clothes sold in such shops don't have tags. 


The clothes Ms. Kyoko is holding (or bundling together?) have a design reminiscent of a 
tailcoat... She's also holding a bow tie, which makes me think she's actually going for a full-on 
magician look. 


It looks like a complicated stage costume, but Ms. Kyoko will surely pull it off beautifully... And 
she seems decisively committed to the disappearing trick plan, which is a relief for me. 


With this, even in the worst-case scenario, it won't be the worst outcome... Wait, it's too early to 
relax. 


"Ms. Kyoko, don't go into the fitting room yet. I'll check it first." 
"Check?" 


Slipping past a puzzled Ms. Kyoko, | take off my shoes and crawl into the fitting room she was 
about to enter, hidden behind the curtain. 


| wouldn't expect such a thing in a high-end boutique straight out of a painting, but I've heard 
urban legends about abduction cases using fitting rooms overseas—was it something | read in a 
manga? 


The floor might give way, or the full-length mirror is a secret door, luring unsuspecting women 
vulnerable during changing time—a disappearing trick in itself, a locked-room mystery with an 
added layer of intrigue. 


Up to this point, things have been topsy-turvy, but | must prevent a situation where Ms. Kyoko, 
who intends to use a disappearing trick, disappears in the fitting room herself. 


That was my intention, but it's clear | was just being overly nervous. Inside the fitting room, there 
was neither trick nor gimmick. Just an ordinary clothes rack and a steadfastly unmovable mirror. 


As someone who's been falsely accused of everything under the sun, | can assure you, there 
are absolutely no sleights of hand in this sealed room—! may have intended to be cautious, but 
this is bordering on neurosis. 

Not only Ms. Kyoko, but even the boutique clerks are giving me the cold eye... Good grief, I've 
gone and made a fool of myself, doing an embarrassing imitation of a bodyguard | can't take 
back. 

Clearing my throat with a cough, 

"There was no issue. Please go ahead and change," 


| said, gathering my wits and stepping aside for Ms. Kyoko. 


"Yes, | shall do that. While I'm waiting, please think of a menu for dinner. Something really 
extravagant. Let's celebrate with a full course meal tonight." 


"We'll celebrate?" 
| would like that. 


My flight schedule has me returning to Japan tomorrow—| was, of course, prepared to extend 
my stay if necessary, but if | can go back as planned, all the better. 


Even though it seems all I've seen is the Eiffel Tower, I've surprisingly had various experiences... 
"Then, see you later." 
Ms. Kyoko pulled the fitting room curtain closed from the inside. 


Well, even if there weren't any traps in the fitting room, at this point, it's like I've gone too far to 
turn back, or rather, in for a penny, in for a pound—| stand right in front of the fitting room. 


Just like the shower, | obviously can't peek inside the fitting room, but standing this close, | can 
hear the sound of clothes rustling as she changes. 


This sound assures me that Ms. Kyoko hasn't vanished, that she's still inside the fitting room, 
and if, by some rare chance, the floor or a mirror opens up, | would hear it too—even though the 
clerks are staring at me, what's new? I'm used to being looked at with suspicion. 


Al, it's just that my propensity for false accusations has, upon coming here, finally become 
international. 


The sound of a coat being taken off. Hung on a hanger. Then a sweater is removed. From the 
left arm. The poshette that was on the floor is moved slightly to the right. The sound of jeans 
unzipping. Folded and placed on the cleared spot on the floor. Now she must be down to her 
underwear. Perhaps the wine hadn't soaked through to that layer, it seems she didn't need to 
change them. Then she quickly tries on the tailcoat-style outfit she brought—though suddenly, 
the sound stops. Why? Has something happened? Should | burst in? No. Probably Ms. Kyoko is 
now, in front of the mirror, checking her skin. The profile written on her left arm, the letter of 
warning on her right arm, and the oath written on her abdomen. In the mirror, left and right are 
reversed, making it difficult to read... But if they're written on the skin, she would have seen 
them in the bathroom mirror yesterday, so there's probably nothing new to discover, right? 
Maybe she's devising a way to erase the Eiffel Tower, using some kind of disappearing trick with 
mirrors... While | was thinking, the paused sound of changing resumed. It seems she's starting 
with slacks... 


"Excuse me. Could | have a word?" 


As | was intently focused on the faint sounds from inside the fitting room, being suddenly 
addressed like that made me jump—huh, in Japanese? 


It felt as if | was caught red-handed doing something shameful, and | hastily looked over to find 
a small, elderly man looking up at me—whether he noticed my strange behavior (or not), he was 
a smiling, friendly old man—Japanese? Definitely Asian-looking... Ah, no, he's Japanese. The 
guidebook he's holding is in Japanese. 


| had been on high alert, thinking that the "Lady Thief" might appear again and harm Ms. Kyoko 
(and | was also concentrating on the sounds from inside the fitting room), so | sighed in relief. 


"Young man, could you please tell me the way? | want to see the Eiffel Tower, but I'm not sure 
which direction to go from here... | thought it would be visible from anywhere in Paris, but I've 
gotten completely lost." 

™Sigh*" 

No matter how massive the Eiffel Tower may be, it’s not visible from everywhere-—f there is a 
building directly in front of you, no matter how restricted the height is, or how huge you are, your 
view will be blocked. It seems the kindly old man spotted me, who appeared to be a fellow 
Japanese, inside the glass-covered shop from the street, and called out to me. 


Really, one can be too cautious about everything. 


Being on edge in every direction can lead to mistakes... The location of the Eiffel Tower? Well, 
having visited twice in a short period, | certainly know where it is. 


"It's kind of embarrassing to be giving my old lady such a hard time." 


Saying so, the kindly old man looked back and waved at an old woman standing near the 
entrance of the shop—the grandmother noticed and returned the gesture with a bow. | responded 
in kind and asked, "Are you traveling with your spouse?" 

It is because of my predisposition to have false charges levied at me that | behaved more 
amiably than necessary towards people | had never met before, but also because | had an 
honest feeling that made me smile. 


"Yes. Our grandchild gave us this trip as a present. | mean, we have to see the Eiffel Tower at 
least once in our lifetime." 


"| see. Well, I’m sure you'll be amazed when you see it." 

Saying that, | moved away from the fitting room—it would be easier to show them the direction by 
stepping out onto the street and pointing, rather than explaining with a map from a guidebook. 
Due to my peculiar behavior (?), the shop assistant also seemed to be paying attention to the 
fitting room, so | assumed that Ms. Kyoko wouldn't disappear in the brief moment | stepped 
away. 


Japanese must help each other out. 


That was the idea Ms. Kyoko had in mind when she hired me as her assistant back when she 
was still the "Forgetful Detective"—a notion | was vividly reminded of and exploited by. 


My memory cuts off the moment | step outside the shop. 

It was a blunder. Nothing but a blunder. 

Given the nature of this case, which has been full of twists and turns, | should have considered 
the possibility that 1, not Ms. Kyoko, might be the target. 
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Just because he's Japanese doesn't mean he's trustworthy. 

Just because he's an old man doesn't mean he's trustworthy. 

Furthermore, just because he waved at an old woman standing outside doesn't mean they’re a 


couple—anyone, related or not, and not just those prone to false charges, would respond with a 
nod to a wave. 


| had fallen victim to a scam that seemed like a textbook case. Seriously speaking, it was a 
foolish behavior that could have cost me my life. 


But my life wasn’t taken. 

Of course not—because the other party is a phantom thief. 

A gentleman thief who lives in the modern world, in reality. 

When consciousness returned, | was sitting at a table in a dimly lit, hazy room, with no idea of 
the time or place, experiencing just a tiny bit of what Ms. Kyoko must feel. But of course, my 
memory had not been reset. 

There was just a gaping blank. 

The surroundings were dim, but not so much that | couldn’t see anything—a palace? No, a 
restaurant? An expansive grand hall-like space with rows of tables covered in tablecloths neatly 
arranged... and heavy curtains like drapes hung on the windows all around. 


| suddenly realized that my attire had changed. 


| was dressed in what you would call a tuxedo, matching the ambiance of the room or adhering 
to a dress code, in a suitably formal outtfit. 


| thought to myself upon waking, how convenient that they had my size—no, that’s not right, this 
is France, my size isn’t that rare here. 


France? 
Am | still in France? 


| only remember up to leaving the high-end boutique, so | have no idea what happened after 
that or where I’ve been taken... 


"It seems you were quite tired, Yakusuke Kakushidate. The anesthetic should not have been 


that strong, yet you slept so soundly. It was truly purifying to watch that peacefully sleeping face, 
giving out a sense of happiness." 


mye 
A voice came from directly ahead. 


At the same time, the sound of a match being struck—the wax candle on the table was lit. 


With that, the figure who must have been sitting opposite all along, appeared suddenly like a 
ghost—a benevolent old man, smiling broadly, with an air of amiability and of short stature. 


The Japanese man who had asked me for directions. 


He was dressed impeccably, just as when we had met in the boutique, but the impression he 
gave off was strikingly different, and not solely due to his fashion sense. 


One could never mistake him for a kindly old man. Rather, in societal terms, he was the kind of 
existence that should be rightly despised. 


According to my belated intuition, he was a criminal of the century—a grand thief of the century. 
"...Anesthetic, you say?" 


I've heard that the kind of chemicals that frequently appear in dramas and movies, like 
chloroform, can't actually put someone to sleep instantaneously... But how was | abducted? 
Considering he's the person who put Ms. Kyoko to sleep, it must have been a piece of cake to 
knock me unconscious... 


| checked my wristwatch and calculated the time difference. 


| should have entered the boutique around noon, but it was already thoroughly night—indeed, 
the fact that | had been unconscious for such an extended period suggested that it wasn't just 
the effect of the anesthetic. Well, considering | hadn't slept at all for about two days, it was 
inevitable... 


"It is a fine time for dinner. Would champagne be suitable for an aperitif? Since it's a special 
occasion, let us indulge in my recommendation." 


The erstwhile kindly old man said this and, with a theatrical flourish, snapped his fingers. 
Silently, a waiter appeared from beyond the door. It seemed that this place was indeed a 
restaurant—and given that there were no other patrons despite it not being midnight yet, it might 
have been rented out entirely. 


Using such an obviously upscale restaurant for a kidnapping was an excellent move in terms of 
applying pressure. It was far more effective than being confined in some decrepit building. 


The former kindly old man and the waiter conversed in French—| couldn't understand the 
content, but they were likely ordering champagne. | didn't know the different types of 


champagne, but the old man seemed to have particular tastes. 


A command of languages not typical for a Japanese person. 


However, the notion that the man sitting opposite me was Japanese was not mistaken—it was 
there that | had let my guard down, a real blunder. | should have noticed it last night, not as an 
excuse or bravado, but that's what | believe. 


If only | had been able to look directly at Ms. Kyoko in her negligee. 


The one who rewrote Ms. Kyoko's left arm memo, imitating Ms. Kyoko's handwriting... That 
alone was enough to make me feel ‘outplayed’, so | didn't analyze the text any further. 


"lam Kyoko Okitegami. A detective. My memory resets every day."—"l| am Kyoko Okitegami. A 
phantom thief. My memory resets every day." 


By changing just two characters, they transformed Ms. Kyoko into a phantom thief lady, a feat of 
skill that could only be described as masterful—but the original memo was written in Japanese, 
and the rewrite was also in Japanese. 


Then, it was possible to deduce that the scoundrel who rewrote it might be Japanese—at least | 
could have reasoned as much after the fact, if not immediately, then last night when | compared 
all the text written on Ms. Kyoko's body after her bath. 


Like the Rosetta Stone. 

Certainly, it could also be a foreigner proficient in Japanese, so | couldn't be conclusive—but | 
was trapped by the preconception that the most popular phantom thief, Arséne Lupin, was 
French. 

But had | even remotely suspected that the "Lady Thief" was Japanese, | would not have let my 
guard down so much when he approached me in the boutique—I would have reasoned much 
deeper and further. 

| had assumed that the "Lady Thief" knew Ms. Kyoko from her time overseas, and that was why 
she sent a notice of her crime to the Paris police headquarters to lure her there. She was 
plotting to use her as a decoy thief for her own ends—but if the thief was Japanese, that 
wouldn't be necessary. 


One had but to look into the Okitegami Detective Office. 


Knowing the current state of the Forgetful Detective, Kyoko Okitegami, would be enough—and 
then. 


And if he knew about Yakusuke Kakushidate, a frequent client of that detective office— 


"...Since when?" 


"Hm? What do you mean?" 

"Since when did things go according to plan?" 

Trying to make it seem like we were somehow on equal terms, | asked the question with a 
feigned bravado, to which the former good old man replied, "Needless to say, it was at my 
instruction that Mademoiselle Okitegami's coat got spilled with wine." 

"Don't get me wrong, I'd appreciate it if you didn't blame her. She's not my accomplice. | have no 


accomplices. | simply gave her a little money and asked for her help—she was quite willing to 
accept." 


No, that wasn't exactly what | was asking... But then, was that part of the setup too? 

By staining Ms. Kyoko's clothes and prompting her to change—effectively, by trapping her in the 
fitting room, which was a secluded space, the aim wasn't to abduct her like some urban legend 
but to create a situation to kidnap me, isolated as | was. 


Yes. 


He was the one who had made me into the thief's assistant. 


"Oh dear. That's quite the suspicious gaze. Do you actually believe that even your being fired 
from the travel agency was part of my machinations? That's quite the deflection. Just because 
you were suspected without just cause doesn't mean you should suspect without just cause. 
That was simply you being treated as a suspect arbitrarily." 


"| was the one who canceled the ticket to France at just the right moment," the old man said with 
a smug grin. 


That grin can no longer be seen as "kind-hearted." Rather, it's downright malevolent. 
...But then again. 


Honestly, | had felt it was somewhat fated, but was my meeting with Ms. Kyoko in France not by 
chance? 


He hadn't left there the words written on her stomach as an assistant merely by mistake, he 
deliberately overlooked them. It wasn't because they were hard to find on a dress or couldn't be 
erased. 


"Even if memories are lost, if one repeats an action enough, it becomes ‘habit’, etched not into 
the brain but into the body. Monsieur Kakushidate. | had investigated that you have served as 
the assistant to the Forgetful Detective many times before—meaning, Mademoiselle Okitegami 
has the 'habit' of appointing you as her assistant." 


It was a unique perspective, one | couldn't quite trust—I often felt that perhaps Ms. Kyoko didn't 
retain physical memories either. 


But as a result, this time, | was appointed by Ms. Kyoko as her assistant—as if | had been 
"roused" to do so again, just like before. 


Just as the old man had planned. 


Just as Ms. Kyoko had been set up as a phantom thief, | had been set up as the thief's 
assistant—but for what purpose? 


"| wouldn't dare to make contact with Mademoiselle Okitegami twice; I'm not that reckless," the 
old man said. 


He confessed to his crime—not in contrition but with pride. 


"From the start, | intended to pick you up at some point. It seemed you had finished hearing 
about the methods from Mademoiselle Okitegami—the methods to steal the Eiffel Tower." 


Was he waiting all this time for that? 
From when | exclaimed, "Isn't it just the best?!" 


He didn't flee the country, she didn't fly high, he blended in with the tourists - if only it had 
occurred to me that the 'Lady Thief' could be Japanese. 


| had unconsciously excluded tourists, i.e. foreigners from the French point of view, from the list 
of suspects, omitting them from my vigilance. 


However, | have been mistaken up to this point. 
No longer can | afford to be careless and speak merely on assumptions—this role should 
naturally fall to a master detective, but now that the detective has become the thief, no one 


would be angry at someone like me pointing it out. 


"Are you—the 'Lady Thief?" 


"Yes, and no. That title was specially concocted for Mademoiselle Okitegami." 

The elderly man answered nonchalantly. 

"Please, call me Count Kakushaku." 

He answered. Quite "vigorous in his old age", as his name suggested. 

*TL Note: Not only his name is a pun as mentioned (also “hale and hearty”), but Count 
Kakushaku = "Kakushaku Hakushaku" 
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Even sitting face to face at close range with the original "Lady Thief" and former good-natured 
old man, now calling himself Count Kakushaku, it's hard for the image of him to settle in my 
mind—partly due to the dim lighting in the room with the curtains drawn, relying on the feeble 
light of candles, but it's as if, even without a mask of a thief, he appears translucent, his 
presence elusive. 

Even if we passed each other on the street, I'd likely forget his face immediately—if | looked 
away, | wouldn't be able to recall what he looked like. Conversely, he blends in anywhere, 
without a hint of unnaturalness or discomfort—anywhere in the world. 


A Japanese person active around the world. 


Or perhaps that's precisely the quality required of a thief, though in a different sense than Ms. 
Kyoko, he too could be described as a forgetful thief. 


Before | knew it, a glass had been placed on the table—could the waiter at this restaurant be 
one of Count Kakushaku's accomplices, or just an unrelated staff member? 


"What's the matter? The meal won't start unless you drink the champagne, Monsieur 
Kakushidate." 


"I'll have some." 


It's not that I've succumbed to the allure of French cuisine, but it seems pointless to go ona 
hunger strike here. 


"Rest assured, there's no poison in it. It would be too unrefined to mix poison into French 
cuisine. After all, | intend to be a gentleman thief." 


"That's quite... impressive." 


| didn't think | was in any state to appreciate the taste, but the champagne was delicious, and 
the raw oyster appetizer did manage to settle my agitated heart somewhat. 


In making Ms. Kyoko a thief, the old man chose the most indirect and smartest method, one that 
did not resort to violence—and he wasn't just gentle toward women, but in abducting me, a large 
man, he didn't employ rough methods either. 


So, surely there's no trap in the meal. 


He hasn't approached me or Ms. Kyoko with any hostility—it's all just a means to an end for the 
theft. 


"Please be at ease, Monsieur Kakushidate. Once the meal is over, I'll send you home. If you'd 
like, I'll even take you to your hotel." 


"Just so you know, don't expect any help. Mademoiselle Okitegami won't come bursting out of a 
fitting room in her underwear to save you, she's not that kind of rash lady." 


That makes sense. 


It wasn't just to isolate me, but also, while Ms. Kyoko was in the fitting room unable to move, he 
took the opportunity to speak to me—a thorough plan indeed. 


| always think, if someone smart really sets out to deceive you, no matter how careful you are, 
there's no way to avoid it. 


Of course, my mobile phone would have been confiscated by now, and | have no way to 
communicate my whereabouts to Ms. Kyoko—after all, with no knowledge of the area, | don't 
even know where this restaurant is located. 

"Let me give you a souvenir as well," 


said the spry Count, pointing to the table next to him. 


Looking over, a small basket with a little wine bottle had mysteriously appeared on it—a wine 
bottle as a souvenir was very French, wasn't it? 


But what was inside the bottle was not wine. 


"This is a solution of magic ink. Specially formulated, it allows you to wipe away any memo 
written on skin without causing harm. With this, Mademoiselle Okitegami can retire as the 'Lady 
Thief.” 


He's provided various items befitting a thief, including the anesthetic used to put me to 
sleep—perhaps a bit too generous with his services. 


Well, opportunities to declare oneself a thief this openly to someone don't come by often, so 
perhaps the elderly man who seemed so nonchalant was actually quite excited. 


It's like a scene from a master detective's mystery solving. 

If that was the case, I'd like him to tell me a little more about it-| was so worried about Ms. Kyoko 
that | completely neglected my own guard, and | was already acutely aware of what | had been 
set up for and how | had fallen for it, but even so, there was still a mountain of things | didn't 
understand. 

The mystery remained as tall and piled up as the Eiffel Tower. 


Stacked high, swirling around. 


That's why | must have the true culprit explain the truth with pride—otherwise, | can't accept 
defeat gracefully. I'll just be a sore loser. 


"So, what you've been setting up for Ms. Kyoko—and for me, was to make her think of a way to 
steal the Eiffel Tower, is that correct?" 


"Yes. | foolishly thought to make use of the detective's intellect for wrongdoing." 

As much as I'd like to agree that it's indeed a foolish thought, | manage to hold back. 

For now, the Count has been acting like a perfect gentleman, and it's clear he has no intention 
of being violent towards me, but rather intends to entertain me to the utmost—still, a villain is a 
villain. 

You never know when or where they might make a turnabout. 

| can't afford to be reckless enough to spout insults without thinking ahead. 

"I've heard about the reputation of the Okitegami Detective Agency for some time. But | couldn't 


very well come to her with a request saying, "Teach me how to steal the Eiffel Tower'—so | came 
up with a little plan." 


"...Then, the person who requested the incident is also you?" 
"That's right. The pattern of the client being the criminal." 


Following the appetizers, an assortment of freshly baked bread was set on the table. Although 
I'm not well-versed in alcohol, | understand that it's almost mandatory to eat bread when visiting 
a French restaurant. 


However, since French bread would be too straightforward, | reached for a croissant instead. 
The client being the criminal, huh? 


Of course, Ms. Kyoko must have been well aware of that pattern too. The Okitegami Detective 
Agency, which considers "the client lies" to be an ironclad rule, could not have let their guard 
down against clients with pseudonyms, like "proxies of proxies." 


Naturally, given the nature of the Forgetful Detective, it was to be expected that clients who 
didn't want their identities or the nature of their requests known would gather there. Still, being 
anonymous wouldn't be enough reason to turn them away—but how exactly did Count 
Kakushaku get Ms. Kyoko to act? 


Moreover, to go overseas... 


"Conversely, it would have been somewhat more difficult to summon her within the country. 
Because it was a case overseas, | could compel Mademoiselle Okitegami to take interest." 


...? What do you mean?" 


The person herself said things like "Because the pay was good" or "Because France is a city of 
fashion, for shopping,” but even | understand that those are just pretexts. 


Then, what were her true intentions? Where does Ms. Kyoko's true heart lie? 


"If it's Monsieur Kakushidate, a regular at the Okitegami Detective Agency, you would know, 
wouldn't you? That big blank period of the Forgetful Detective was mainly devoted to overseas 
activities—hence, | subtly hinted that | knew of that era. | insinuated that | was familiar with her 
past." 


"You may look surprised, but is it really that unexpected? Even Mademoiselle Okitegami is not 
completely unconcerned about her blank period—between jobs, it's not strange that she would 


want to catch a glimpse of her forgotten past. There's no mystery there. If | were to phrase it in 
terms more suited to the younger generation, | encouraged her on a journey of self-discovery." 


‘As for myself, | have absolutely no knowledge of Mademoiselle Okitegami's time 
abroad'—Count Kakushaku said unabashedly. 


"My interest lies solely in her intellect—I have no interest in her lost past. Isn't that the same for 
you?" 


When asked if it was not so, indeed it was true—however, that doesn't mean it's alright to 
deceive Ms. Kyoko. Absolutely not. 


Using her lost past as bait to lure Ms. Kyoko overseas, Count Kakushaku's methods might be 
gentlemanly in the sense that they hurt no one—but not causing injury, not being violent, doesn't 
necessarily fulfill the requirements of being a gentleman. 


But indeed, there's no mystery. 
A journey of self-discovery—not a journey of escapism like mine, but something more urgent. 


The assumption that the unidentified client knew about Ms. Kyoko's past was based on the 
assumption that the request came from France, but if the identity of the client was Japanese, 
there was no need to know about it-and even if they didn't, they could pretend to know about it. 


But still... 


"Why go to such lengths to draw Ms. Kyoko out? Putting a detective on stage is a high-risk 
move. Even just making contact with Ms. Kyoko, even just once..." 


"Monsieur Kakushidate. That is precisely why | invited you, to hedge the risks. Of course, there 
were unexpected elements. That you were so taken with Mademoiselle Okitegami to notice a 
forged handwriting, that was beyond my expectations—however, it worked out well for me. As 
an assistant, you became proactive rather than passive, involving yourself in the situation of 
your own volition, to protect Mademoiselle Okitegami." 


"| apologize for getting you caught up in this, but it wasn't all bad, was it?" 


"Yes... thanks to that, | got to see the Eiffel Tower from many angles, from the outside and the 
inside. Though | would have liked to see more famous places." 


The conversation doesn't seem to mesh. It's as if I'm pushing against an unyielding screen—| 
suppose no matter what | say, this master thief won't feel any guilt. 


The reality probably wasn't that simple, but it felt like | had been played by this old man's hand 
since coming to France, and even before that—a feeling far from pleasant. It's as if I've 
witnessed a crime of manipulation—no, perhaps that's exactly what it is. 


If there weren't gourmet food on the table, I'd feel like flipping it over—which also seems part of 
his clever scheme, and I'm not very happy about it. 


Ignoring my sentiments, "Thank you for your efforts thus far," said Count Kakushaku, in a way 
that seemed to acknowledge both me and Ms. Kyoko. 


"From now on, I, Count Kakushaku, will take over. Rest assured, | have no intention of turning 
your reliable detective into a criminal. | respect the principle of ‘ladies first,’ being a gentleman 
myself. What | expect from the Forgetful Detective is only to provide wisdom. The dirty work is 
my job." 


".,.Quite the cherry-picking, isn't that? As if..." 
It sounded like a witty thing to say as | received the first of the two main dishes—a fish dish 
covered in a uniquely colored sauce, a Sole Meuniére. However, | was harboring a bitter 


sentiment. 


If the intent was never to tarnish Ms. Kyoko's hands with crime, | should be grateful, even 
pleased with such a matter. And yet, | couldn't feel that way. 


To only extract the ideas and then seize them—how is that gentlemanly? It's beyond brazen. 


"Aren't you ashamed? After making Ms. Kyoko work so hard, and even deceiving her, you plan 
to snatch away the credit at the most crucial moment?" 


"There's nothing for me to be ashamed of. After all, | am a phantom thief. A gentleman, yes, but 
a gentleman thief nonetheless. If | desire something, even the Eiffel Tower..." 


Count Kakushaku declared with pride. 


"I'll steal ideas just as easily." 


One could argue that French cuisine represents the pinnacle of gastronomy, yet if | were to 
forcibly find fault with it, it would be the considerable time it takes to complete the 
course—before | knew it, nearly two hours had passed since | regained consciousness and 
dinner began. 


But as Count Kakushaku said, there's no sign of rescue coming—not even with the arrival of a 
rabbit meat pie, unfamiliar to the Japanese palate. The restaurant staff also seem to have 
adopted a professional and completely indifferent attitude to our conversation and to the kind of 
deceit which is currently running. And of course, there's no sign of the Paris police bursting in. 


Ms. Kyoko, having changed clothes and left the fitting room, would certainly notice my absence. 
However, she wouldn't immediately think to report to the police—this isn't a case of a lost child, 
after all. Unlike me, Ms. Kyoko isn't acting out of a sense of crisis. 


Moreover, Ms. Kyoko now believes herself to be a phantom thief. Even if she intuitively senses 
something dire about my disappearance, it's unlikely she would turn to the police. 


Thus, | must escape this predicament on my own—an endeavor that, in reality, I'm not even 
allowed to contemplate. 


What | am allowed to do now is akin to a carrier pigeon or, to put it more aptly, like a spy sent to 
Ms. Kyoko, merely reporting back to Count Kakushaku the ideas she had for stealing the Eiffel 
Tower. 


There's no point in stubbornly keeping silent, in taking a tough stance, inviting torture or 
whatever else—such actions would be counterproductive. Even if | were to exhibit what one 
might call ‘manly spirit' to the utmost, it wouldn't bother Count Kakushaku in the slightest—it 
might even endanger Ms. Kyoko. 


If | refuse to talk, the Count would simply proceed to say "well then" and directly extract the 
information from Ms. Kyoko. 


Count Kakushaku would prefer to avoid multiple contacts with a renowned detective, likely as 
his form of risk mitigation. However, there's no compelling reason for him to do so. 


Therefore, at this point, the best course of action—beyond any doubt—is for me to just spill the 
strategy | heard from Ms. Kyoko. If it were only my safety at stake, perhaps | could afford to 
stand my ground. But with Ms. Kyoko's safety in question, the discussion is over. 


The more | learn of the truth, the more it heralds a complete defeat. 


If there's any consolation, it's that Ms. Kyoko, too, will forget such a defeat by tomorrow... 
whereas for me, it's a humiliation I'll never forget. 


At the very least, it's clear that | can no longer serve as Ms. Kyoko's assistant—not as a 
phantom thief's assistant, and certainly not as a detective's assistant, for | am disqualified. After 
all, | am about to commit the absolute taboo for the Okitegami Detective Agency, the one thing 


that should never be done: "exposing a secret." Thus, | have no right to ever again support the 
Forgetful Detective. 


And perhaps that's for the best. 


Someone like me should simply remain quietly in the background, submitting requests—I was 
delusional to think | could be a Watson. 


"Have you sorted out your feelings? If possible, I'd like to be enlightened before we partake in 
the post-dinner wine—but take your time, of course. In the meantime, shall | select a dessert? 
The éclairs here come highly recommended, you know?" 


Facing the composed Count Kakushaku, | said, "There's just one more thing I'd like you to 
enlighten me about"—though there might be more questions to ask, | was thoroughly fed up. 


Even playing at being a detective is ill-suited to me. 


Yet, if there is still something | must inquire about, knowing full well my own inadequacy—it 
would be the motive. 


The motive behind why the "Lady Thief" and Count Kakushaku intend to steal the Eiffel Tower. 


By now, personally, | couldn't care less about the thief's intentions towards that landmark, or 
what beliefs and backgrounds might be driving them—I was almost too apathetic to suppress 
the feeling. However, even with that said, | must ask this question beforehand. 


Because depending on the answer, the idea | offer to Count Kakushaku will change—Ms. Kyoko 
has been consistently concerned with "Why does she (the ‘Lady Thief’) want to steal the Eiffel 
Tower?" 


Since she isn't actually trying to steal it, there can be no answer—it's a question that only leads 
to more mysteries. Nonetheless, if that's the case, she was considering multiple methods of 
theft that correspond to multiple possible motives. 


Applying exhaustive reasoning—but conversely, that also means if the combination of motive 
and method is mismatched, it becomes utterly meaningless. 


For me, who has been defeated, to retreat without further ado, | must provide a strategy that 
aligns with Count Kakushaku's motivation. 


Frankly, the "Eiffel Tower Disappearance Trick Strategy” that | strongly advocated might be a 
wildly inaccurate pitch—my reasoning for endorsing it was because it would reduce the 
criminality and severity of the act, obviously not because | was trying to accommodate the real 
perpetrator's intentions. 


| find it hard to believe that Count Kakushaku harbors an illusionist's motive like "wanting to 
astonish tourists from around the world," and as for whether he likes children or not, "wanting to 
restore the Parisian landscape" also seems unlikely. As Ms. Kyoko pointed out, if it were about 
high-rise structures, there are plenty of others, and if we start on that topic, Paris's scenery itself 
has transformed completely from a hundred years ago. 


Cars cram the streets, and people stride with smartphones in hand. 
Nothing remains the same. 


So then, should | offer the first option, the "Dismemberment Murder Strategy"? But, as with the 
likes of Arséne Lupin or the Fiend with Twenty Faces—the so-called "phantom thieves" of 
fiction—it's easy to accept the narrative of them desiring grand treasures. However, it still feels 
very strange when you see the real person in front of you in this way. 


And yet, we're not children. 
Far from it, we're old. 


It's unbelievable that someone would attempt to steal a world-famous landmark simply for "fun" 
or "romance"... But if the motive is entirely different, then suddenly, the situation becomes 
incredibly urgent. 


It's no longer the time to be tucking into French cuisine—not that there | ever had such a time, 
but the fact that I, in my eagerness to recommend the second option, deliberately chose not to 
listen to the third proposal, which was prepared as the piéce de résistance of the presentation, 
is coming back to haunt me in a critical way. 


What was the codename of the third strategy again...? No, that's not important. What's more, | 
wonder what kind of "motive for theft" Ms. Kyoko had in mind for the climax idea? 


At this point, | can only hope that the third proposal wasn't the ace up the sleeve in the 
presentation, but rather a throwaway designed to make the other two options stand out... In any 


case, with a prayerful heart, | pose my final question to Count Kakushaku. 


"Why do you want the Eiffel Tower so badly? | won't say anything until | hear that—because it 
would be troubling if it were misused." 


The misuse of the Eiffel Tower doesn't make sense, but that's the excuse | added. 


Count Kakushaku continues to treat me, who is not a detective but an ordinary person, with the 
utmost gentlemanly demeanor because he believes that | have what he desires—the Idea. 


He couldn't possibly suspect that | might be fumbling with it, not even in the slightest. In itself, it 
was thrilling as if | had outsmarted a mastermind, but | would be the one to suffer for it. 


So, to ensure he doesn't catch on, that's why | made such an addition. To which Count 
Kakushaku replied, with a smile, 


"| will not misuse it. Let's make a promise. The thief is done lying." 
"Monsieur Kakushidate. Who is your favorite French literary scholar?" 


When | refused to engage in his banter and remained silent, Count Kakushaku suddenly asked 
a completely unrelated question. 


A French literary scholar? 


Well, | haven't really thought about who's my favorite... | don't read that much translated 
literature in the first place... In this case, should | say Maurice Leblanc? 


"You don't have to be polite. It doesn't have to be about mysteries and gentleman thieves. If you 
prefer, it could be fantasy or even science fiction." 


"_..Maybe Jules Verne." 


Although | wondered who would care about a phantom thief, in the end, this was like being led 
on—but that was indeed my genuine preference. 


"Not because I'm traveling right now, but ‘Around the World in Eighty Days' is a book I've 
enjoyed reading." 


"Bien!" 
As if his expectations were met, Count Kakushaku slapped the table. 


"Exactly. However, | am more a fan of "Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea’ than ‘Around 
the World in Eighty Days'—can you believe it? That both works were written by the same 
person." 


If you start on that, then 'From the Earth to the Moon,' 'Two Years' Vacation,’ 'Journey to the 
Center of the Earth,’ all are the works of Jules Verne. It's historical, so it seems obvious, but it's 
indeed an astonishing feat—his formidable literary power is more surprising than any fantasy or 
science fiction. 


As someone who writes something resembling prose in between job hunting, it makes me 
realize that geniuses do exist. 


"The same can be said about Mr. Eiffel." 

Mr. Eiffel? Not the Eiffel Tower? 

The architect, Gustave Eiffel? 

"Over a hundred years ago, he assembled an iron tower that almost reached the heavens, at a 
speed that was the fastest given the technology of the time... No, even by today's standards, it 
would still be considered the fastest—an illustrious architect: Gustave Eiffel. But he was more 
than that." 

"More than that..." 

"Instead of a person, it would be more appropriate to call him a great figure." 

At this point, | feel somewhat overwhelmed by Count Kakushaku, who speaks passionately. | 
can't help but feel perplexed by the fact that he answered the question | had no choice but to 


ask with more passion than | had expected. 


"The Eiffel Tower is not only a landmark known to the French but to people all over the world. It 
wouldn't be an exaggeration to call it a shared treasure of humanity, would it?" 


"Well, yes... | mean, of course. It is a World Heritage site, after all..." 


| had no choice but to give vague answers, like giving a weird nod or avoiding reckless denial, 
not knowing what kind of impact it would have on the momentum of that assertive 
discourse—the truth is, if you really think of it as a shared treasure of humanity, you would 
understand that it's not something you can just take for "fun" or "romance". | wanted to point that 
out sternly, but | involuntarily kept my mouth shut. 


Anyway, it seemed that Count Kakushaku wasn't seeking my opinion, as he went on to say, 
"Then, Monsieur Kakushidate." 


"Are you aware that there is another shared treasure of humanity, built by the same Gustave 
Eiffel, that could be said to rival the Eiffel Tower or even form a pair with it?" 


Mecnee 


A shared treasure that rivals the Eiffel Tower? On par with it? 


| was suddenly asked this question, and even if you're talking about a World Heritage site 
similar to the Eiffel Tower, several come to mind... But leaving aside history and emotional 
attachment, when it comes to the same level of fame as the Eiffel Tower, there aren't many 
among World Heritage sites. 


If | limit the condition to man-made structures... there's only one that comes to mind. | can say it 
without hesitation. But, could that be possible? In a way, it could also be called a "tower 
reaching the heavens", and it's definitely a symbol of the city, a symbol of the country—but it's 
hard to believe at first. 


Indeed, if it were true, it would be as shocking as when | found out that the author of "Around 
the World in Eighty Days" and "Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea" was the same 
person. 


"The Statue of Liberty—is it?" 
"Bien!" 
Count Kakushaku nodded with a face full of joy. 


"The most famous goddess in the world, towering on Liberty Island in the United States, in New 
York Bay. There isn't a single person who doesn't know her." 


It's presumptuous of someone like me to explain, but if the Eiffel Tower is a symbol of the 
French Republic, then the Statue of Liberty is so emblematic of the United States of America 
that you might as well say it is the country itself. 


| had learned in middle or high school, in geography or world history, a vague memory that the 
Statue of Liberty was, indeed, a gift from France to America to commemorate the centennial of 
independence... That much is common knowledge, but to think that the Eiffel Tower and the 
Statue of Liberty were "works" by the same creator. 


"By the way, the same year the Eiffel Tower was completed, a Statue of Liberty of the same 
design was gifted by Americans living in France to the French Republic. It's located not far from 
the Eiffel Tower, have you seen it?" 


| have not seen it. 
It wasn't mentioned in my prized guidebook—but since it's the Statue of Liberty, it's not 


something you would miss. So even if they say it's the same design, it means it's similar, but the 
size must be different. 


Even so, does that mean you can see the Eiffel Tower and the Statue of Liberty side by side, 
depending on where you stand? | had always thought that as towers and buildings, the Eiffel 
Tower had no equal, but | never imagined that there was a landmark, built by the same 
architect, that could rival it and create a pair. 


A symbol of national landmarks. Indeed. 


It's too unique to find a fitting comparison, but in Japan, would it be like if the Golden Pavilion in 
Kyoto and the Great Buddha in Nara were created by the same person? 


"Indeed, you haven't managed to make a good comparison." 
Count Kakushaku gave a wry smile. 


"If anything, it's as if the same person designed both the Sapporo TV Tower and the Nagoya TV 
Tower. Therefore, the two are as alike as twins." 


| kind of knew that. 


Not that I've ever seen either of them... But the similarity is something that makes sense when 
you hear it-the reason | now have a strange feeling of cognitive dissonance, to put it bluntly, 
when | hear that the Eiffel Tower and the Statue of Liberty were created by the same person, is 
that the images of the two are so different that they are completely, utterly, different. 


That someone could construct the Eiffel Tower, and the Statue of Liberty as well... Could this be 
a level of creativity that transcends even what we call genius? 


It's more than just creation, it's practically art. 
"lam pleased to hear you understand, Monsieur Kakushidate. On behalf of Monsieur Eiffel, | 
shall express gratitude," said the resplendent Count Kakushaku, but | could never imagine him 


speaking "on behalf of Monsieur Eiffel"... Such audacity is characteristic of a master thief. 


Yet, this does not suggest that the old man lacks respect for Monsieur Eiffel—quite the opposite; 
he seems to hold a significant emotional investment. 


And that's why. 

"If you would permit a detailed explanation, the Statue of Liberty was erected in 1886. That's 
three years before the construction of the Eiffel Tower. The Statue of Liberty for the centenary of 
America's independence, and the Eiffel Tower for the centenary of the French Revolution—two 


grand constructions separated by three years. Don't you find it beautiful?" 


"So, that's why...?" 


"Hm?" 


"Is that why you're saying you want to steal the Eiffel Tower? To add Monsieur Eiffel's works to 
your collection? And after stealing the Eiffel Tower, will you then attempt to steal the Statue of 
Liberty?" 


That would be the act of a complete illusionist. 


"Well, | wouldn't say | have no desire for the Statue of Liberty. However, my target is decidedly 
the Eiffel Tower—the iron embroidery crowned with Monsieur Eiffel's name." 


So, it seems there's an unexpected curveball in that he desires the Eiffel Tower not only as a 
structure but also harbors a sentimental attachment to the architect himself. In other words, "I 
want the Eiffel Tower" is a standard and straightforward motive for theft. 


Therefore, the first plan "Dismemberment Murder Strategy" seems like a suitable idea to 
provide—it's not about stealing the Eiffel Tower all at once but rather disassembling it bit by bit, 
replacing it with a fake. 


As we discussed in that brainstorming session, it's an idea that would take a ridiculous amount 
of time and, when taken seriously, lacks practicality regardless of its feasibility. But with Count 
Kakushaku's tenacity that has transcended borders to toy with me, perhaps this concept could 
be ingeniously achieved. 


It may not be a perfect solution, but it would be absurd to expect so much from an idea that was 
left to others to contemplate—I can't help but hope that the Count will fail miserably and get 
caught. 

Dessert is finished, and soon it will be time for cheese and wine, yet it seems | will be able to 
return to my home country without much further incident—albeit not without a certain awkward 


embarrassment. 


As these feelings of self-consciousness overwhelmed me, the Count aimed his words at me as 
if targeting my very thoughts, 


"Such a great architect," 
he continued, intensifying the fervor of his speech as if the real topic was just beginning. 


"It is intolerable to me that he has not received the recognition he deserves." 


...? Not received the recognition he deserves? Do you mean that it's not widely known that the 
creator of both the Eiffel Tower and the Statue of Liberty is the same person?" 


But then again, maybe it's just that | was ignorant and didn't know—surely those who are 
knowledgeable are aware of this fact, aren't they? 


Certainly, it wasn't listed in the guidebook | have, but that's because its role is strictly as a 
France guide, or perhaps because there's a limit to the space in a handy booklet you can carry 
around. | would think that a thick, specialized book on architecture might contain such depth of 
information, as suggested in the introduction... 


"That's not the problem. Works outlive the author. There ought to be art of that nature—although 
for the Statue of Liberty, that might be acceptable, for the Eiffel Tower, | believe there are 
unacceptable errors in recognition," said Count Kakushaku, delivering his speech rapidly. Even 
though we were supposed to be conversing in Japanese, it was as if | was listening to an 
incomprehensible foreign language, and | found myself increasingly straining to 
understand—what on earth was he trying to say? 


"Indeed, doesn't your guidebook also state this? The Eiffel Tower was originally planned to be 
demolished shortly after its construction, but fortuitously it took on the role of a radio tower, and 
while being maintained as a military facility, it eventually became a broadcasting tower for 
television and radio—essentially, its purpose was an afterthought, or so the theory goes," he 
continued. 


"...Ah, yes. Well, it was written there, but..." This was something | didn't know until | read the 
guidebook... However, the use of the term "theory" bothers me. 


Isn't that a well-established historical fact? 


When the Eiffel Tower was built, there was no such thing as radio communication technology, let 
alone a war that would necessitate it... For civilians, the concept of radio waves being so close 
at hand is a very recent development. 


Blessed with such progress, one might say luckily, the Eiffel Tower was spared destruction and 
continues to stand in Paris, eventually becoming a national symbol—should someone contest 
this story, which seems like a twist of fate that conveys human advancement? 


"Yes, as a Story, it is indeed beautiful, and | understand that such narratives touch people's 
hearts, but don't you think it's a bit too perfect? A tower built without any clear purpose, which 
then unintentionally takes on a significant role and still dominates today. Isn't that as contrived 
as you, who just happened to be traveling to France, running into a famous detective you know 
at the airport?" 


It's not fate, nor is it mere coincidence. 

Are you suggesting this was orchestrated? 

But in this case, that would be— 

"From another perspective, do you really think a gigantic tower, crowned with the name of a 
great architect, going beyond the word ‘genius,’ just ‘happened to fulfill a role' and ‘happened to 
survive’? Rather, shouldn't we consider that the architect, the artist, had precisely predicted the 
arrival of such a future?" 

That is— 

It's a reversal of logic. 


Too much change in perspective. 


Looking at the world too much from the other side—as much as this might be the opposite side 
of the world from Japan. 


It is precisely because the Eiffel Tower still exists that Mr. Eiffel's fame has increased, not the 
other way around—f it had been dismantled as planned after the World Fair, then in the Champ 
de Mars park, without those iron legs, there wouldn't have been a bust of him nearby, nor would 
there have been a statue of him on the top floor, his eccentricities known to posterity. 


...But in that case, perhaps the current visage of Paris would not exist. It might have become a 
city of skyscrapers like the Montparnasse Tower, not a city of flowers but a city of clusters. 


And of course, that wouldn't necessarily be a bad thing—there's a charm to a city of buildings; 
it's not something to be flatly denied. 


And yet. 

The Eiffel Tower, once criticized for marring the Parisian landscape, undoubtedly defines the 
city's skyline today—its existence as a radio tower included, serving to protect the city from the 
ravages of war to a significant extent. 


Could it be that the architect, Gustave Eiffel, had all this in mind when he built the iron tower? 


"There is no evidence, so | won't assert it. But remember, | am no detective. | don't need 
evidence to pose a hypothesis." 


Perhaps the proof is the beautiful 360-degree panorama viewable from the Eiffel Tower's 
observation deck—this was Count Kakushaku's suggestion. 


"| value beautiful views over beautiful stories. That's why | desire it. Deep in my heart, | long to 
steal it." 


"The Eiffel Tower?" 


"No. | wish to steal the philosophy of the architect embedded in the iron latticework, the future 
woven into it. The path humanity and the world will follow from here on out." 


‘I'm a thief of ideas,’ the gentleman thief announced his intended crime. 

Speechless—that's precisely the word that defined me then. 

To be clear, the "hypotheses" spoken by the elderly man in front crossed the line from being 
implausible to nearly occult-like tales, unworthy of consideration in any other situation. Yet, it 
was this kind of situation, and more troublingly, | had no counterproposal that could answer such 
a "motive." 

Ms. Kyoko's initial schemes, the "Dismemberment Murder Strategy" and the "Eiffel Tower 
Disappearance Trick Strategy," were useless—not suited for the purpose. The Count didn't 
desire the Eiffel Tower itself, nor the effect of its disappearance. 

He coveted the design philosophy of the Eiffel Tower. 


Lacking an idea—thus, he covets one. 


Essentially, he's attempting to steal Ms. Kyoko's ideas—a shocking revelation that Count 
Kakushaku was a phantom thief specializing in intellectual property. 


Thus, neither the first proposal, tantamount to dismantling the still-standing Eiffel Tower, nor the 
second, which would remove the tower from the current Paris landscape it is said to protect, 
were desired solutions. 


This was a dead end. 


Oh, if only | had not cut off the presentation midway and had listened to Ms. Kyoko to the end, | 
wouldn't be in this mess— 


As | was tormented by intense regret, 


"Is that right? If that's the case, may | suggest our third option, ‘Double Role, Third Strategy’? If 
your motive to steal the Eiffel Tower is to understand the architect's philosophy, | believe it will 
be a perfect match," 

she said, as if recommending a wine suitable for a grand full-course meal. 

Not a sommelier, though she stood beside the table as one. 

Despite the dim room, | recognized the radiant white hair that suited her formal sommelier attire. 
Receiving Count Kakushaku's gaze as he turned around, 

"Nice to meet you. | am Kyoko Okitegami, the detective," 


She introduced herself with a smile. 


She introduced herself as a detective. 


Regaining his composure, the Count returned the smile, feigning utter calmness, and inquired, 
"How did you find this place?" 


It was clear he was perplexed—and with good reason. 
The mere fact that Ms. Kyoko was present in this unknown location was surprising enough, but 
more so was that she identified herself not as a phantom thief but as a detective. For Count 


Kakushaku, the client and the true criminal, this was unacceptable and, frankly, inconceivable. 


| could hardly hide my astonishment either. It was a wonder | hadn't flipped backward off my 
chair. Meanwhile, in a trivial thought, | noted how well Ms. Kyoko suited the sommelier's attire. 


Observing our reactions with satisfaction, Ms. Kyoko said, 

"| used the same method as you, Count Kakushaku. | had the boutique clerk assist me. 
Although, unlike you, | didn't force any bills into their hands, | simply asked with sincerity. | do 
not make the unrefined mistake of paying people | employ with money." 


Her answer was clear. 


No, paying people you employ isn't an unrefined mistake, it's perfectly normal—but the boutique 
clerk? 


From that brand shop? 


Come to think of it, while choosing clothes, it did seem like she was excitedly chatting with the 
clerk in French—was it then? 


Could it be that Ms. Kyoko had asked the clerk to keep an eye on me after she slipped into the 
fitting room—now that | think about it, | did feel like | was being watched rather intently. That 
wasn't because they thought | was some sort of pervert, then...? With the clerk's subsequent 
testimony, Ms. Kyoko deduced that | had been abducted and, after tracking me down, 
pinpointed this restaurant. 


And then, disguised as a restaurant employee—a sommelier—she secretly listened in on the 
conversation between me and Count Kakushaku. 


All this time, for the sake of understanding the "motive" of the mysterious thief... wait, hold on, 
the main points seem correct, but there are puzzling aspects scattered throughout. 


| can't seem to catch up with the thought process of the fastest detective—right, why and when 
did Ms. Kyoko realize that she was not a thief, but a detective? It seems unlikely she learned of 
her own profession by listening to the conversation between me and Count Kakushaku. 

With a smile that seemed to enjoy my confusion, Ms. Kyoko said, 

"| knew that | was a detective from the very beginning—I can't say that with a straight face. Rest 
assured, Count Kakushaku. | fell for your scheme hook, line, and sinker, up until | entered the 
dressing room," 

she stated in a calm tone to the elderly man. 

She spoke lightly, with an even temper. 

"The reason | had the clerk | had made friends with keep an eye on Mr. Yakusuke was purely as 
a precaution—the timing of the wine spilling on the clothes at the open café was just too perfect. 
| thought maybe someone wanted to separate me from Mr. Yakusuke. But that was just a 
thought from the perspective of a thief, like maybe that gar¢on was a plant from the Paris 
police," 

she explained. 


"... Then, inside the fitting room, did you realize your true nature, Mademoiselle Okitegami?" 


Finally, Count Kakushaku posed his question, to which Ms. Kyoko responded with a "Oui"—in 
perfect French intonation. 


But, inside the fitting room? That’s odd. 


| had thoroughly checked that fitting room while being watched by the clerk (at that point, Ms. 


Kyoko's "request" was already in place). 

There were no traps that could lead to an abduction, and certainly no hints that could have led 
Ms. Kyoko to realize her true identity. No matter how exclusive the high-end brand shop might 
be, a fitting room is still just a fitting room with a mirror and a place to hang clothes—wait, hold 


on. 


There was nothing strange about the fitting room itself, but now that | think about it, there was 
one odd moment of silence amongst the sounds of Ms. Kyoko changing. 


To be precise, there was a moment when the rustling of clothes stopped unnaturally—after she 
finished taking off the wine-stained clothes and before trying on the tailcoat-style outfit she 
picked up, there was a significant time lag. 

An unthinkable time lag for the fastest detective. 

During that moment, was Ms. Kyoko, in her undergarments, struck by an epiphany? 


As she was half-naked, she would have naturally seen her left arm's profile in the mirror— 


"...50 you're saying that after seeing your own left arm reflected in the full-length mirror and 
reading the memo, you relied on a hunch?" Count Kakushaku inquired, probing. 


"Seeing the memo reversed in the mirror, you intuitively thought, 'Perhaps | am not a phantom 
thief but the complete opposite, a detective,’ without any basis?" 


It was his challenging way of saying that such a guess wouldn't hurt, itch or frustrate her, but 
Kyoko responded with a cool face, "| wouldn't say that's not true either." 


"It's fundamentally your error, Count Kakushaku. Regardless of the letter of warning on my right 
arm, | first noticed that the memorandum on my left arm was forged." 


Silence followed from Count Kakushaku upon hearing this. 
Perhaps he, just like me—and at my level—was thinking the same thing. 
No matter how cunningly someone might imitate the handwriting, ultimately if it's written by 


another person, it cannot be completely identical—in fact, | realized that those two kanjis were 
forged by a third party. 


But that realization was only possible because | noticed minutiae that were different, such as the 
professional title being the exact opposite of what | knew about Ms. Kyoko. 


If Count Kakushaku had imitated Ms. Kyoko's handwriting to write the two kanjis for "detective," 
| might have accepted them without a second thought as her handwriting. 


Why could Ms. Kyoko break free from that conviction—from a sort of indoctrination? 
Just by seeing the letters reflected in the mirror— 


"Don't you understand? It's because they were reversed," Ms. Kyoko declared, rolling up her 
sleeves. 


In the profile written on her arm, the part that read "Phantom Thief" had been crossed out, and 
next to it, the word "Detective" was encircled. 


"lam Kyoko Okitegami. 

My memory resets every day." 

"In a town of art, it's not something to make a grand speech about—but a painting changes its 
appearance entirely when reversed. The same goes for text—indeed, while the handwriting 
closely resembled mine, the differences became starkly evident when viewed from the other 
side of the mirror,” she explained. 

At that moment, Count Kakushaku clearly showed an expression of shock mixed with regret. 
It was not just a minor annoyance. 


It was a bitter and costly mistake. 


Because, even if it was to kidnap me, the one who had led Ms. Kyoko to the fitting room was 
none other than Count Kakushaku himself. 


That's right. 


| remember hearing from Mr. Kondo, the editor-in-chief of a manga magazine—whether a 
drawing is good or bad is determined when looking at the manuscript paper from the back. A 
high-quality manuscript appears the same even when reversed—he said it's more about the skill 
of a craftsman or a technician rather than art. Conversely, it means that when viewed from the 
back, automatic corrections from the brain don't occur. 


It increases objectivity. 


Whether it's one's own drawing or handwriting, it allows for an objective view—and as a result, 
Ms. Kyoko realized that the two kanjis for "Phantom Thief" were not written by her own hand. 


But then, she could have noticed it last night in the hotel bathroom—impossible, as the 
bathroom mirror would quickly fog up, be covered with water droplets, and the reflectivity would 
significantly decrease, making it impossible to discern subtle distortions in the text. 


Moreover, even if glasses are her trademark, Ms. Kyoko would take them off when bathing. The 
scenario of being naked in front of the mirror and recognizing text without being bare-eyed could 
only be conceivable inside a fitting room. 


However, expecting that level of foresight is asking too much, and to have it called a fallacy 
seems unjust. Nevertheless, when | think that it proved to be fatal, it must be a mistake that the 
Count Kakushaku cannot regret enough, even if he tries. 


"As for deducing that you were not a phantom thief but rather a detective, it was as you said, 
upon seeing the letters reflected in the mirror and considering the possibility that they might 
mean the exact opposite. All the more if we're on the other side of the Earth. Sorry for the 
guesswork on that part." 


With a tone more of consolation than sarcasm, the detective spoke, and the phantom thief 
replied with a grimace, 


"Perhaps it's retribution for treating wine with disdain in France." 
"Yes, and undoubtedly for treating fashion in Paris with the same disrespect." 


Indeed, both were behaviors unbecoming of a gentleman. 


"Of course, you've already notified the Paris police, haven't you?" 


"Yes, aS a good citizen—well, not exactly, but as a tourist who loves Paris, it is my natural duty. 
The case where you put me to sleep in the hotel room, the kidnapping of Mr. Yakusuke, those 
are bona fide crimes." 


She answered with a poker face—normally, being in a French restaurant, you'd expect instead 
to see a "stuff-her-face”. 


"| have also informed the restaurant staff of the details. | couldn't let them go beyond ethical 
standards. After revealing your true identity, they were kind enough to lend me the sommelier's 
outfit, and everyone was quite cooperative." 


"...50 I'm completely surrounded, is that it?" 


"Not necessarily. Unfortunately, as a detective, it's my unyielding duty to consider the interests 
of my client first," 


Ms. Kyoko said, and upon those words, Count Kakushaku wore a puzzled look. Ignoring it, Ms. 
Kyoko continued, "Based on our earlier conversation, it seems that you have not actually sent a 
notice of the crime to the Paris police." 


"Well, as a client, all you have to do to call me out is to lie and say 'I've served you a notice’. 
Therefore, | have no way of knowing your past crimes or criminal record, but I'm not filled with 
enough of a sense of justice to press you on that. Preventing the crime that happens before my 
eyes is all that matters." 

"_..Are you giving me a chance to escape?" 

"Who knows. To be frank, as the Forgetful Detective, | don't think I'm in a position to facilitate an 
international escape without a passport for someone as influential as you—though | wouldn't 


hesitate to fight if necessary." 


Count Kakushaku, faced with Ms. Kyoko's ambiguous tone that seemed to seek a compromise 
yet also suggested a readiness for conflict, silently pondered with a thoughtful gesture. 


"If you would gracefully cede your seat to me now, perhaps | might decide not to make a fuss." 
"Is it just this seat that you want?" 

"Yes. | can't return the advance I've used up on this journey, but for the reward fee, this seat 
alone will suffice. As a professional detective, in compliance with the law, | do not touch stolen 
goods or a villain's money." 

Cowering and shrugging his shoulders at her snappy remark, Count Kakushaku slowly stood 
up—then, while Ms. Kyoko was still standing, he pulled out the vacant seat and offered it to her 
respectfully. 


"Merci beaucoup," 


Ms. Kyoko said demurely as she sat down, and the phantom thief quietly departed. However, he 
stopped in his tracks and asked without turning around, 


"By the way, what was this third plan ‘Double Role, Third Strategy’ all about?" 


"Now that | have no choice but to make a leap from this country and Japan, | have no intention 
of stealing your idea, but if you don't mind, could you tell me, out of respect for the elderly?" 


"It doesn't bother me at all. An elderly person kindly offered me their seat." 


Though the Count Kakushaku might not have been expecting an answer, Ms. Kyoko, with her 
slim figure which belied her generosity, made a magnanimous statement. 


Is the seat directly in front of me really that good?—-Can she see something over my shoulder? 
Since all the windows are covered with thick curtains, | can't imagine that the view is particularly 
impressive. 


"This intellectual property is not open to abuse, and in fact, it's a thought that | would very much 
like a criminal like you to hear." 


| thought it was inappropriate to make an old man stand for such a long conversation, but then 
again, Ms. Kyoko, a lady not to mention the fastest detective, was not the type to engage in 
lengthy discussions here—in a sense, she breezily elaborated on what could be considered the 
main dish of her trip to France, the vital part. 


"| did mention it was my third plan, but | eavesdropped—excuse me, | happened to overhear 
your interpretation, Count Kakushaku, regarding Mr. Gustave Eiffel, the hypothesis that the 
architect had foreseen the distant future, which was an idea | had not considered. Therefore, | 
will make some minor adjustments to align with it." 


"As you wish." 
Proceeding after these words from Count Kakushaku, who had his back turned to her, 


"If it is the idea encapsulated within the Eiffel Tower that is to be stolen, then there is no need to 
steal the actual object. One could simply undergo a baggage check, pay the regular entrance 
fee, line up, and be shown the interior—or perhaps, just admire it from a distance outside the 
park. For a phantom thief, this would be a sophisticated approach. To find value in the soul 
rather than the material is also quite artistic." 


"Stealing is an art, isn't it?"—said Ms. Kyoko. 


Even if she claims to no longer be a phantom thief, her fondness for the very nature of a thief 
does not seem to have waned. 


"Art is also about stealing, in a way. Pablo Picasso, the world's greatest painter nurtured by 
Paris, is quoted as saying, 'Amateurs imitate, geniuses steal.'—Mr. Eiffel, now deceased, would 
not have minded his thoughts spreading to the world a hundred years later. By the way, you 
used the fact that Mr. Eiffel was also the creator of the Statue of Liberty in New York as part of 


your argument, but if you had considered that far, then you're just a breath away from reaching 
his design philosophy. What significance lies in this double role for this jack of all trades?" 


Ms. Kyoko spoke rapidly yet not in a rattling manner but with a sing-song intonation that was 
very easy to listen to. She said he was just a breath away, but it was as if she hadn't needed to 
breathe at all. 


"And what is that design philosophy......?" 


As a gentleman, perhaps not wanting to appear too eager, Count Kakushaku interjected in a 
contrasting, overly calm tone. 


"The Statue of Liberty, as the name suggests, is a work themed on liberty. There could be no 
more fitting statue as a symbol of the land of freedom, the United States of America." 


Saying this, Ms. Kyoko raised one hand. 


| wondered what she was imitating, but it simply appeared to be the pose of the Statue of 
Liberty. 


"And the Eiffel Tower, which was erected several years later, is a tower built for the World 
Fair—a symbol of fraternity, one could say. It seems it was originally painted with red as the 


base color, and even now, it lights up brightly red at night." 


‘There have been various repaintings in different hues over the years, but according to your 
theory, Mr. Eiffel foresaw the future'—said Ms. Kyoko, though the meaning was lost on me. 


What does it mean if it was originally based in red and brightly lit up in red? 

| vaguely recall hearing that Tokyo Tower is painted red due to aviation laws... but with the Eiffel 
Tower, it's a different country, so the laws must be different as well... But then, wasn't the initial 
red base simply the color of the rust preventative...? 


She said a symbol of fraternity? 


Is it because the United States is known as the land of freedom, or because the French 
Republic is the land of love—no, that's not all. 


Red (Rouge). And—Blue (Bleu). 
That's exactly what was written in the introduction of the guidebook—the flag of the French 


Republic, the Tricolor, which needs no elaborate mystery novel-esque foreshadowing, for it is 
known to all. 


Red , white and blue (rouge, blanc, bleu). 

Red stands for fraternity—and blue signifies liberty. 

So what does the white sandwiched in between represent? 
"White (Blanc) signifies equality," 

Ms. Kyoko pointed to her own white hair as she said. 


"By placing fraternity and liberty on both sides of the Earth, that is, throughout Europe and the 
American continent, they designed a future that would envelop the world in equality. A Tower of 
Equality, not of Babel. Because it is equal, this tower has no height—nor does it have any 
lowness. Built between liberty and fraternity, it's a tower that cannot be stolen by anyone." 


What kind of "treasure" would that be? 
And with that, Ms. Kyoko concluded in a jokingly bright tone. 


It was natural for her to think of such things when she believed herself to be a phantom thief, 
and it wasn't something that could really be called a puzzle, nor even a hypothesis. It was an 
interpretation that sought only aesthetics, or perhaps ideology alone—but nevertheless, it 
seemed to have struck a chord in the heart of another thief who had remained with his back 
turned to us until the end. 


"By building the Tower of Liberty and the Tower of Fraternity, he designed the Tower of Equality 
to fill the gap between them—s that what you're saying? After more than a century, however, 
we cannot say that this tower without height stands tall. Instead, the gap between the rich and 
poor only widens. It's not 'Around the World in Eighty Days,’ but the world is getting cramped." 


"Is that so? Unfortunately, as a forgetful detective, | am unaware of recent world affairs—but 
maybe it could be realized someday? If a great architect predicted it." 


Upon receiving such a carefree response from Ms. Kyoko, Count Kakushaku finally turned 
around. 


From any angle, he was an old man with an indistinct, bewildered air—but the expression he 
wore at that moment was etched into my memory as if burned there. 


"_..Mademoiselle Okitegami. Earlier, | told Monsieur Kakushidate that | knew nothing about your 
past—but in actual fact, maybe | know something? Wouldn't you want to hear it if that's the 
case?" 


Why he said such a thing was unclear. Whether it was a form of tit-for-tat or, as a gentleman, he 
felt compelled to reciprocate the third idea that was almost freely offered. 


But whether it was 'in actual fact’ or not, in practice, if the hint at knowing her past was merely a 
bluff, it was doubtful that Ms. Kyoko, who at that point was an unmistakable detective, would 
have believed it. 


Wasn't it the fact that some truth, however disguised, was there that compelled her to make a 
move? Did she have to bend the rules of the Okitegami Detective Office and travel to France? 
Or was there something in the content of the request that was believable enough, something 
that she couldn't help but believe—in any case, Ms. Kyoko replied. 


"Even if | listen, I'll just forget about it, anyway." 


"As for how you, as a client, made your request to 'yesterday's me,’ I've completely forgotten 
it—but perhaps, | really just wanted to come shopping in France. And if on top of that, | can 
enjoy the company of a charming man and some delicious wine, there's nothing more | could 
ask for." 


As if to say there's no one less interested in her past than herself, the forgetful detective 
concluded her conversation with the gentleman thief and began perusing the wine list with 
delight. 


"Before you forget, I'd like to ask... Ms. Kyoko, how serious were you? About that third option 
you told Count Kakushaku. The 'Double Role, Third Strategy.” 


"After all, it's the thought of someone who passed away nearly a hundred years ago. Honestly, 
you can say anything about it, and at the same time, you can't say anything definitively. Among 
the presentations Mr. Eiffel made regarding the utility of the tower, there were indeed plans that 
seemed to anticipate future military use, but to be frank, that feels like a mere pretext... | cannot 
possibly believe that the design philosophy of the Eiffel Tower included a role as a radio or 
telecommunications tower—to ruin the dream, the design of the Eiffel Tower itself came from an 
employee's idea within the company that he was the president of, and even with the Statue of 
Liberty, it's not like Mr. Eiffel was free to build it as he wished. His company was responsible for 
the statue's framework, while the statue itself was the work of Bartholdi." 


As the Count Kakushaku left the dimly lit restaurant and we were alone, | timidly asked the 
question. Ms. Kyoko, on her third glass of wine, laughed with a clear face. 


She's someone who doesn't show her drunkenness on her face at all. 


"Of course, Count Kakushaku must have been aware of that when he said what he did, but Mr. 
Eiffel's works include many bridges that are useful in daily life, and as an engineer, he was 
deeply involved in community-based projects. | like the story where a tower he happened to 
build ended up being useful by chance. Isn't it better when things are too good to be true? There 
is no doubt that Mr. Eiffel devoted his life to preserving the tower, even living at its summit—l 
want to respect the artistry of it. | prefer eccentrics over great people. After all, my third plan, the 
‘Double Role, Third Strategy,’ was an idea to erect a third tower following in the footsteps of Mr. 
Eiffel, who built the Statue of Liberty and the Eiffel Tower." 


So, adjusting that to Count Kakushaku's hypothesis resulted in something quite 
ideological—expressing equality in line with the national flag... Well, as interpretations and 
hypotheses go, both are interesting concepts, but now that everything has been resolved, | can't 
help but feel a bit let down. 


In any case, it's a psychological resolution. 

As an ending to a grand and high-scale story about stealing a steel tower over three hundred 
meters tall, it feels as if we've been neatly wrapped up with a lesson straight out of a manual, 
saying, "True happiness is found within everyday life." 

Is that what reality is like? 

Count Kakushaku's crime, if we consider it against the law, would be called intellectual property 
fraud, and it's certainly not the aesthetically pleasing theft of a dashing thief—after all, in reality, 


there's no such thing as a phantom thief. 


"Oh dear, have | disappointed you? I've gone to the trouble of taking his seat, but | haven't 
managed to thrill you, have |, Mr. Yakusuke?" 


"No, not at all... It's just that stealing the Eiffel Tower is, after all, an impossible task." 
"It's a difficult task, but not impossible." 


‘If you think I'm lying, please open the curtain and look outside,’ said Ms. Kyoko, pointing to the 
window—| followed her words with curiosity. 


Beyond the curtain was the night view of Paris, the City of Flowers—it seemed | hadn't been 
kidnapped to hell after all. Until now, | hadn't realized because the curtains were closed, but this 
restaurant seemed to be on a fairly high floor, positioned to overlook the Parisian nightscape. 


However, scanning the night view, | couldn't see the brightly lit Eiffel Tower—perhaps it was the 
wrong direction. 


Thinking so, | drew the curtain on the opposite window. 
"...What?" 
Still, there was no sight of the Eiffel Tower. 


It's absurd. Normally you'd see that massive structure while walking on the ground, there's no 
way you couldn't see it from this height—unless it had been stolen by a phantom thief. 


"H—How did you do it, Ms. Kyoko!" 


"If you ask me how it was done, it's the second plan. The 'Eiffel Tower Disappearance Trick 
Strategy'—originally, | had planned to make the tower invisible by only turning off its lights in the 
middle of the city, which is still glitzy at night. But after publicly calling the lighting a ‘Symbol of 
Fraternity,’ that trick was utterly unusable, so | took advantage of the situation that Count 
Kakushaku had cleverly set up as it was." 


As | turned around, shocked as if my brain had been shot through, Ms. Kyoko, now on her 
fourth glass of wine, revealed the secret. 


"This restaurant, where you've been brought to, is inside the Eiffel Tower." 
‘It's the only place in Paris where the Eiffel Tower can't be seen,' she said. Without harming 


anyone and with ladylike grace, the Forgetful Detective brilliantly managed to steal the 
philosophy of a writer who detested the tower. 


Appendix 


Thus, the tumultuous case came to a close, and had | been able to conclude this travelogue 
with Ms. Kyoko and | safely returning to Japan after sightseeing at the Louvre, the Palace of 
Versailles, and Mont-Saint-Michel, it would have been wonderful. Unfortunately, such a splendid 
ending was not to be had. 


Even as the gentleman thief departed, the tricks of fate continued. 


The next day, | managed to attend to Ms. Kyoko, whose memory had reset, to the airport amidst 
some troubles. What awaited us there were mysterious men in black suits, enigmatic women 
draped in black robes, and a chartered flight bound for England. 


There, Ms. Kyoko was to engage in a battle of wits with a bizarre and extraordinary magician 
who claimed to be the resurrected Professor Moriarty—a tale too complex to be described in a 
mere few words, a wild adventure that rocked the entirety of England. If there was any 
consolation to be found in that foreign land, it might be that Ms. Kyoko was able to consistently 
remain a detective, as per the rules. Although Ms. Kyoko, playing the part of a Lady Thief in the 
style of Arsene Lupin, was certainly not bad, the original Holmes is still the best. 


It would be nice if there is an opportunity to read the second installment of this travelogue filled 
with one-sided memories of Ms. Kyoko and me, perhaps when it is all but forgotten, someday. 


Afterword 


There are primarily two types of purposes for traveling: one is to travel with the destination as 
the aim, and the other is to make the journey itself the purpose. | believe both have their own 
pleasures, and of course, the best scenario is to enjoy both. Personally, I'm rather the type who 
enjoys the act of moving from one place to another. | like the movement from here to there. The 
longer the distance, the more enjoyable | find it, or you might say, the longer the time it takes, 
the more | like it, or maybe it's that | just like being inside vehicles. Perhaps, | actually enjoy the 
situation during a journey when there's nothing to do but read books. Is it that | just like 
books...? No, reading while on the move is special. | think there's no other time reading 
progresses as well as when you're traveling. However, this does sometimes lead to confusion 
about why | am traveling. Is it for the destination, the journey, or the reading? Ultimately, it's for 
all of these reasons, yet, because of that, | haven't really been able to do a deep dive into any 
one destination. But | do have a considerable longing for that kind of travel-not long-distance 
travel, but long-term stays. What would that be like? A journey for the sake of journeying, where 
the journey itself is the purpose? This book was written with such thoughts in mind, but upon 
reflection, isn't writing a novel similar to traveling, just as writing a novel is similar to reading 
one? Perhaps I'm writing novels for the sake of reading. 


And so, this is the eighth installment of the Forgetful Detective series. For Kyoko Okitegami, 
who has her memory reset every day, traveling abroad, which is both long-distance and 
long-term, is already quite the grand adventure. However, this time, it includes a battle with a 
thief. It's a detective-thief dynamic that I've always wanted to try writing. Because of that, this 
novel has turned out a bit different from the previous installments in the Forgetful Detective 
series. But then again, that seems fitting for a series that repeats resets. As a novel, it's a reset 
but also like hitting the restart button each time, allowing me to write with the feeling of starting a 
new series. So, this was Kyoko Okitegami in Paris, "The Travelogue of Kyoko Okitegami." 


For the cover, we had Mr. VOFAN draw Ms. Kyoko in sunglasses. Thank you very much! | will 
try to keep pace with Ms. Kyoko's speed and start moving towards the ninth installment, so | 


look forward to your continued support. 


Nisio Isin 


